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roads in many directions, and including moors, moun- 
tains, rivers, and lakes. For late and dangerous 
journeys through an inaccessible country for services of 
the most essential kind, rendered at the expense, or risk 
at least, of his own health and life, the Scottish village 
doctor receives at best a very moderate recompense, 
often one which is totally inadequate, and very frequently 
none whatsoever. He has none of the ample resources 
proper to the brothers of the profession in an English 
town. The burgesses of a Scottish borough are rendered, 
by their limited means of luxury, inaccessible to gout, 
surfeits, and all the comfortable chronic diseases, which 
are attendant on wealth and indolence. Four years, or 
so, of abstemiousness, enable them to stand an election 
dinner ; and there is no hope of broken heads among a 
score or two of quiet electors, who settle the busmess 
over atable. There the mothers of the state never make 
a point of pouring, in the course of every revolving year, 
a certain quantity of doctor's stuff through the bowels of 
their beloved children. Every of woman, from the 
Townhead to the Townfit, can prescribe a dose of salts, 
or spread a plaster; and it is only when a fever or a 
palsy renders matters serious, that the assistance of the 
doctor is invoked by his neighbours in the borough. 

But still the man of science cannot complain of in- 
activity or want of practice. If he does not find patients 
at his.door, he seeks them through a wide circle. Like 
the ghostly lover of Btirger's Leonora, he mounts at mid- 
night, and traverses in darkness paths which, to those 
Jess accustomed to them, seem formidable in daylight, 
through straits where the slightest aberration would 
plunge him into a morass, or throw him over a precipicc, 
ay to cabins which his horse might ride over without 

the “fg they lay in his way, unless he happened to 
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quired, either to bring a wretch into the world, or prevent 
one from leaving it, the scene of misery is often such, 
that, far from touching the hard-saved shillings which 
are gratefully offered to him, he bestows his medicines 
as well as his attendance—for charity. I have heard the 
celebrated traveller Mungo Park, who had experienced 
both courses of life, rather give the preference to travel- 
ling as a discoverer in Africa, than to wandering by 
night. and day the wilds of his native land in the capacity 
of a country medical practitioner. He mentioned having 
once upon a time rode forty miles, sat up all night, and 
successfully assisted a woman under the influence of the 
primitive curse, for which his sole remuneration was a 
roasted potato and a draught of buttermilk. But his 
was not the heart which grudged the labour that relieved 
human misery. In short, there is no creature in Scot- 
Jand that works harder and is more poorly requited than 
the country doctor, unless perhaps it may be his horse. 
Yet the horse is, and indeed must be, hardy, active, and 
indefatigable, in spite of a rough coat and indifferent 
condition ; and so you will often find in his master, 
under an unpromising and blunt exterior, professional 
skill and enthusiasm, intelligence, humanity, courage, 
and science. 

Mr. Gideon Gray, surgeon in the village of Middlemas, 
situated in one of the midland counties of Scotland, led 
the rough, active, and ill-rewarded course of life which we 
have endeavoured to describe. He was a man between 
forty and fifty, devoted to his profession, and of such 
reputation in the medical world, that he had been more 
than once, as opportunities occurred, advised to exchange 
Middlemas and its meagre circle of practice, for some of 
the larger towns in Scotland, or for Idinburgh itself. 
This advice he had always declined. He was a plain 
blunt man, who did not love restraint, and was un- 
willing to subject himself to that which was exacted in 
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polite society. He had not himself found out, nor had 
any friend hinted to him, that a slight touch of the 
cynic, in manner and habits, gives the physician, to the 
common eye, an air of authority which greatly tends to 
enlarge his reputation. Mr. Gray, or, as the country 
people called him, Doctor Gray (he might hold the title 
by diploma for what I know, though he only claimed the 
rank of Master of Arts), had few wants, and these were 
amply supplied by a professional income which generally 
approached two hundred pounds a-year, for which, upon 
an average, he travelled about five thousand miles on 
horseback in the course of the twelve months. Nay, so 
liberally did this revenuc support himself and his ponies, 
called Pestle and Mortar, which he exercised alternately, 
that he took a damsel to share it, Jean Watson, namely, 
the cherry-cheeked daughter of an honest farmer, who 
being herself one of twelve children who had _ been 
brought up on an income of fourscore pounds 4-year, 
never thought there could be poverty in more than double 
the sum ; and looked on Gray, though now termed by 
irreverent youth the Old Doctor, as a very advantageous 
match. I*or several years they had no children, and it 
seemed as if Dr. Gray, who had so often assisted the 
efforts of the goddess Lucina, was never to invoke her in 
haus own behalf. Yet his domestic roof was, on a remark- 
able occasion, decreed to be the scene where the god- 
dess's art was required, 

Late of an autumn evcning three old women might be 
observed plying their aged limbs through the single 
strect of the village at Middlemas towards the honoured 
door, which, fenced off from the vulgar causeway, was 
defended by a broken paling, inclosing two slips of 
ground, half arable, half-overrun with an abortive 
attempt at shrubbery. The door itself was blazoned 
with the name of Gideon Gray, M.A., Surgeon, etc., etc. 
Some of the idle young fellows, who had been a minutc 
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or two before loitering at the other end of the street 
before the door of the alehouse (for the pretended inn 
deserved no better name), now accompanied the old 
dames with shouts of laughter, excited by their unwonted 
agility; and with bets on the winner, as loudly expressed 
as if they had been laid at the starting-post of Middle- 
mas races, ‘‘Half-a-mutchkin on Luckie Simson !"— 
‘‘Auld Peg Tamson against the field !""—‘‘ Mair specd, 
Alison Jaup, ye'll tak the wind out of them yet!”— 
‘Canny against the hill, lasses, or we may have a brusten 
aud carline amang ye!" These, and a thousand such 
wibes, rent the air, without being noticed, or even heard, 
by the anxious racers, whose object of contention seemed 
to be, which should first reach the Doctor's door. 

‘‘Guide us, Doctor, what can be the matter now!” 
said Mrs. Gray, whose character was that of a good- 
natured simpleton; ‘‘Here’s Peg Tamson, Jcan Sim- 
son, and Alison Jaup, running a race on the hie street 
of the burgh !” 

The Doctor, who had but the moment before hung 
his wet great-coat before the fire (for he was just dis- 
mounted from a long journey), hastened down stairs, 
auguring some new occasion for his services, and happy, 
that, from the character of the messengers, it was likely 
to be within burgh, and not landward. 

He had just reached the door as Luckie Simson, one 
of the racers, arrived in the little area before it. She 
had got the start, and kept it, but at the expense, for the 
time, of her power of utterance; for when she came in 
presence of the Doctor, she stood blowing like a gram- 
pus, her loose toy flying back from her face, making the 
most violent efforts to speak, but without the power of 
uttering a single intelligible word. Peg Thomson 
whipped in before her. 

‘‘The leddy, sir, the leddy !""—— 

‘4 Instant help, instant help! ’"—screeched, rather than 
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uttered, Alison Jaup; while Luckie Simson, who had 
certainly won the race, found words to claim the prize 
which had set them all in motion. ‘‘And I hope, sir, 
you will recommend me to be the sick-nurse; I was 
here to bring you the tidings lang before ony o’ thae lazy 
queans.” 

Loud were the counter-protestations of the two com- 
petitors, and loud the laugh of the idle /oozs who listened 
at a little distance. 

‘‘Hold your tongue, ye flyting fools,” said the Doctor ; 
‘‘and you, ye idle rascals, if I come out among you”’ 
——So saying, he smacked his long-lashed whip with 
great emphasis, producing much the effect of the cele- 
brated Quos ego of Neptune in the first Acneid.—' And 
now,” said the Doctor, ‘‘ where, or who, is this lady?” 

The question was scarce necessary; for a plain 
carriage, with four horses, came at a foot’s-pace towards 
the door of the Doctor's house, and the old women, now 
more at their ease, gave the Doctor to understand that 
the gentleman thought the accommodation of the Swan 
Inn totally unfit for his lady's rank and condition, and 
had, by their advice (each claiming the merit of the sug- 
gestion), brought her here, to experience the hospitality 
of the west room ;—a spare apartment, in which Doctor 
Gray occasionally accommodated such patients as he 
desired to keep for a space of time under his own eye. 

There were two persons only in the vehicle. The one, 
a gentleman in a riding dress, sprung out, and having 
received from the Doctor an assurance that the lady 
would receive toleraMle accommodation in his house, he 
lent assistance to his companion to leave the carriage, 
and with great apparent satisfaction, saw her safely de- 
posited in a decent sleeping apartment, and under the 
respectable charge of the Doctor and his lady, who 
assured him once more of every species of attention. To 
bind their promise more firmly, the stranger slipped a 
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purse of twenty guineas (for this story chanced in the 
golden age) into the hand of the Doctor, as an earnest 
of the most liberal recompense, and requested he would 
spare no expense in providing all that was necessary or 
desirable for a person in the lady’s condition, and for the 
helpless being to whom she might immediately be 
expected to give birth. He then said he would retire to 
the inn, where he begged a message might instantly 
acquaint him with the expected change in the lady’s 
situation. 

‘‘She is of rank,” he said, ‘‘ and a foreigner ; let no 
expense be spared. We designed to have reached Edin- 
burgh, but were forced to turn off the road by an acci- 
dent.” Once more he said, ‘‘ let no expense be spared, 
and manage that she may travel as soon as possible.” 

‘‘That,”’ said the Doctor, ‘‘is past my control. 
Nature must not be hurried, and she avenges herself of 
every attempt to do so.” . 

‘‘ But art,” said the stranger, ‘‘can do much,” and 
he proffered a second purse, which seemed as heavy as 
the first. 

‘‘ Art,” said the Doctor, ‘‘ may be recompensed, but 
cannot be purchased. You have already paid me more 
than enough to take the utmost care I can of your lady ; 
should I accept more money, it could only be for pro- 
mising, by implication at least, what is heyond my 
power to perform. Every possible care shall be taken 
of your lady, and that affords the best chance of her 
being speedily able to travel.—Now, go you to the inn, 
sir, for I may be instantly wanted, and we have not yet 
provided either an attendant for the lady, or a nurse for 
the child ; but both shall be presently done.” 

‘*Yet a moment, Doctor—what languages do you 
understand ?”’ 

‘‘Latin and French I can speak indifferently, and so 
as to be understood ; and I read a little Italian.” 
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‘But no Portuguese or Spanish?’ continued the 
stranger, 

‘*No, sir.” 

‘That is unlucky. But you may make her under- 
stand you by means of French. Take notice, you are to 
comply with her request in everything—if you want 
means to do so, you may apply to me.” 

‘‘May I ask, sir, by what name the lady is to 
be "—— 

‘It is totally indifferent,” said the stranger, inter- 
rupting the question; ‘‘you shall know it at more 
leisure.” 

So saying, he threw his ample cloak about him, turn- 
ing himself half round to assist the operation, with an 
air which the Doctor would have found it difficult to 
imitate, and walked down the street to the little inn. 
Here he paid and dismissed the postilions, and shut 
himself up in an apartment, ordering no one to be 
admitted till the Doctor should call. 

The Doctor, when he returned to his patient's apart- 
ment, found his wife in great surprise, which, as is usual 
with persons of her character, was not unmixed with fear 
and anxiety. 

‘‘She cannot speak a word like a Christian being,” 
said Mrs. Gray. 

‘*I know it,” said the Doctor. 

‘‘ But she threeps to keep on a black fause-face, and 
skirls if we offer to take it away.” 

‘* Well then, let her wear it—What harm will it do?” 

‘‘Harm, Doctor! Was ever honest woman brought 
to bed with a fause-face on?” 

‘‘Seldom, perhaps. But, Jean, my dear, those who 
are not quite honest must be brought to bed all the 
same as those who are, and we are not to endanger the 
poor thing's life by contradicting her whims at present.” 

Approaching the sick woman's bed, he observed that 
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she indeed wore a thin silk mask of the kind which do 
such uncommon service in the elder comedy ; such as 
women of rank still wore in travelling, but certainly 
never in the situation of this poor lady. It would seem 
she had sustained importunity on the subject, for when 
she saw the Doctor, she put her hand to her face, as if 
she was afraid he would insist on pulling off the vizard. 
He hastened to say, in tolerable French, that her will 
should be a law to them in every respect, and that she 
was at perfect liberty to wear the mask till it was her 
pleasure to lay it aside. She understood him; for she 
replied, by a very imperfect attempt, in the same 
language, to express her gratitude for the permission, as 
she seemed to regard it, of retaining her disguise. 

The Doctor proceeded to other arrangements ; and, 
for the satisfaction of those readers who may love minute 
information, we record, that Luckie Simson, the first in 
the race, carried as a prize the situation of sick-nurse 
beside the delicate patient ; that Peg Thomson was per- 
mitted the privilege of recommending her good-daughter, 
Bet Jamieson, to be wet-nurse ; and an oe, or grand- 
child, of Luckie Jaup was hired to assist in the increased 
drudgery of the family; the Doctor thus, like a prac- 
tised minister, dividing among his trusty adherents such 
good things as fortune placed at his disposal. 

About one in the morning the Doctor made his ap- 
pearance at the Swan Inn, and acquainted the stranger 
gentleman that he wished him joy of being the father of 
a healthy boy, and that the mother was, in the usual 
phrase, as well as could be expected. 

The stranger heard the news with seeming satisfac- 
tion, and then exclaimed, ‘‘He must be christencd, 
Doctor ! he must be christened instantly !”’ 

‘‘ There can be no hurry for that,” said the Doctor. 

‘‘ We think otherwise,” said the stranger, cutting his 
argument short. ‘‘I am a Catholic, Doctor, and as I 
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may be obliged to leave this place before the lady is able 
to travel, I desire to see my child reccived into the pale 
of the Church. There is, I understand, a Catholic 
priest in this wretched place?” 

‘There is a Catholic gentleman, sir, Mr. Goodriche, 
who is reported to be in orders.” 

‘*I commend your caution, Doctor,” said the stranger ; 
‘‘it is dangerous to be too positive on any subject. I 
will bring that same Mr. Goodriche to your house to- 
morrow.” 

Gray hesitated for a moment. ‘‘I am a Presbyterian 
Protestant, sir,” he said, ‘‘a friend to the constitution 
as established in Church and State, as I have a good 
right, having drawn his Majesty's pay, God bless him, 
for four years, as surgeon's mate in the Cameronian 
regiment, as my regimental Bible and commission can 
testify. But although I be bound especially to abhor all 
trafficking or trinkcting with Papists, yet I will not stand 
in the way of a tender conscience. Sir, you may call 
with Mr. Goodriche, when you please, at my house ; 
and undoubtedly, you being, as I suppose, the father of 
the child, you will arrange matters as you please ; only, 
I do not desire to be thought an abettor or countenancer 
of any part of the Popish ritual.” 

‘‘Enough, sir,” said the stranger haughtily; ‘‘we 
understand each other.” 

The next day he appeared at the Doctor's house with 
Mr. Goodriche, and two persons understood to belong 
to that reverend gentleman's communion. The party 
were shut up in an apartment with the infant, and it 
may be presumed that the solemnity of baptism was ad- 
ministered to the unconscious being, thus strangely 
launched upon the world. When the priest and wit- 
nesses had retired, the strange gentleman informed Mr. 
Gray, that, as the lady had been pronounced unfit for 
travelling for several days, he was himself about to leave 
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the neighbourhood, but would return thither in the 
space of ten days, when he hoped to find his companion 
able to leave it. 

‘‘And by what name are we to call the child and 
mother?” . 

‘‘ The infant’s name is Richard.” 

‘‘But it must have some sirname—so must the lady 
—She cannot reside in my house, yet be without a 
name.” : 

‘‘ Call them by the name of your town here—Middlc- 
mas, I think it is?” 

‘Yes, sir.” 

‘* Well, Mrs. Middlemas is the name of the mother, 
and Richard Middlemas of the child—and I am Matthew 
Middlemas, at your service. This,” he continued, “ will 
provide Mrs. Middicmas in everything she may wish to 
possess—or assist her in case of accidents.” With that 
he placed £100 in Mr. Gray's hand, who rather scrupled 
receiving it, saying, ‘‘ He supposed the lady was quali- 
fied to be her own purse-bearer.”’ 

‘‘The worst in the world, I assure you, Doctor,” 
replied the stranger. ‘‘If she wished to change that 
piece of paper, she would scarce know how many guineas 
she should receive for it. No, Mr. Gray, I assure you 
you will find Mrs. Middleton—Middlemas—what did I 
call her—as ignorant of the affairs of this world as any 
one you have met with in your practice: So you will 
please to be her treasurer and administrator for the time, 
as for a patient that is incapable to look after her own 
affairs."’ 

This was spoke, as it struck Dr. Gray, in rather a 
haughty and supercilious manner. The words intimated 
nothing in themselves, more than the same desire of 
preserving incagnito, which might be gathered from all 
the rest of the stranger's conduct; but the manner 
seemed to say, ‘‘I am not a person to be questioned by 
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any one—what I say must be received without comment, 
how little soever you may believe or understand it.” It 
strengthened Gray in his opinion, that he had before 
him a case either of seduction, or of private marriage, 
betwixt persons of the very highest rank ; and the wholc 
bearing, both of the lady and the gentleman, confirmed 
his suspicions. It was notin his nature to be troublc- 
some or inquisitive, but he could not fail to se2 that the 
lady wore no marriage-ring ; and her deep sorrow, and 
perpetual tremor, seemed to indicate an unhappy crea- 
ture, who had lost the protection of parents, without 
acquiring a legitimate right to that of ahusband. He 
was therefore somewhat anxious when Mr. Middlemas, 
after a private conference of some length with the lady, 
bade him farewell. It is true, he assured him of his 
return within ten days, being the very shortest space 
which Gray could be prevailed upon to assign for any 
prospect of the lady being moved with safety. 

‘T trust in Heaven that he will return,” said Gray to 
himself, ‘‘ but there is too much mystery about all this, 
for the matter being a plain and well-meaning trans- 
action. If he intends to treat this poor thing, as many 
u poor girl has been used before, I hope that my house 
will not be the scene in which he chooses to desert her. 
‘The leaving the money has somewhat a suspicious aspect, 
and looks as if my friend were in the act of making some 
compromise with his conscience. Well—I must hope 
the best. Meantime, my path plainly is to do what | 
can for the poor lady's benefit.”’ 

Mr, Gray visited his patient shortly after Mr. Middle- 
mass departure—as soon, indeed, us he could be ad- 
initted. He found her in violent agitation. Gray’s 
experience dictated the best mode of relief and tran- 
quillity. He caused her infant to be brought to her. 
She wept over it for a long time, and the violence of her 
agitation subsided under the influence of parental feel- 
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ings, which, from her appearance of extreme youth, she 
must have experienced for the first time. 

The observant physician could, after this paroxysm, 
remark that his patient's mind was chiefly occupied in 
computing the passage of the time, and anticipating the 
period when the return of her husband—if husband he 
was --might be expected. She consulted almanacks, 
inquired concerning distances, though so cautiously as 
to make it evident she desired to give no indication of 
the direction of her companion’s journey, and repeatedl\ 
compared her watch with those of others; exercising, it 
was evident, all that delusive species of mental arith- 
metic by which mortals attempt to accelerate the passage 
of ‘Time while they calculate his progress. At other 
times she wept anew over her child, which was by all 
judges pronounced as goodly an infant as needed to be 
seen ; and Gray sometimes observed that she murmured 
sentences to the unconscious infant, not only the words, 
but the very sound and accents of which were strange tu 
him, and which, in particnlar, he knew not to be Portu- 
guesc. 

Mr. Goodriche, the Catholic priest, demanded access 
to her upon one occasion. She at first declined his visit, 
but afterwards reccived it, under the idea, perhaps, that 
he might have news from Mr. Middlemas, as he called 
himsclf. ‘The interview was a very short one, and the 
priest left the lady’s apartment in displeasure, which his 
prudence could scarce disguise from Mr. Gray. He 
never returned, although the lady's condition would have 
made his attentions and consolations necessary, had she 
been a member of the Catholic Church. 

Our Doctor began at length to suspect his fair guest 
was a Jewess, who had yielded up her person and affec- 
tions to one of a different religion; and the peculiar 
style of her beautiful countenance went to enforce this 
opinion. The circumstance made no difference to Gray, 
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who saw only her distress and desolation, and endea- 
voured to remedy both to the utmost of his power. He 
was, however, desirous to conceal it from his wife, and 
the others around the sick person, whose prudence and 
liberality of thinking might be more justly doubted. He 
therefore so regulated her diet, that she could not be 
either offended, or brought under suspicion, by any of 
the articles forbidden by the Mosaic law being pre- 
sented to her. In other respects than what concerned 
her health or convenience, he had but little intercourse 
with her. 

The space passed within which the stranger’s return to 
the borough had been so anxiously expected by his female 
companion. The disappointment occasioned by his non- 
arrival was manifested in the convalescent by inquietude, 
which was at first mingled with peevishness, and after- 
wards with doubt and fear. When two or three days 
had passed without message or letter of any kind, Gray 
himself became anxious, both on his own account and 
the poor lady's, lest the stranger should have actually 
entertained the idea of deserting this defenceless and 
probably injured woman. He longed to have some com- 
munication with her, which might cnable him to judge 
what inquiries could be made, or what else was most 
fitting to be done. But so imperfect was the poor young 
woman's knowledge of the French language, and perhaps 
so unwilling she herself to throw any light on her situa- 
tion, that every attempt of this kind proved abortive. 
When Gray asked questions concerning any subject 
which appeared to approach to explanation, he observed 
she usually answered him by shaking her head, in token 
of not understanding what he said; at other times by 
silence, and with tears, and sometimes referring him to 
Monsieur. 

For Monsieur's arrival, then, Gray began to become 
very impatient, as that which alone could put an end to 
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a disagreeable species of mystery, which the good com- 
pany of the borough began now to make the principal 
subject of their gossip; some blaming Gray for taking 
foreign Jandloupers into his house, on the subject of 
whose morals the most serious doubts might be enter- 
tained ; others envying the ‘‘bonny hand” the Doctor 
was like to make of it, by having disposal of the wealthy 
stranger's travelling funds ; a circumstance which could 
not be well concealed from the public, when the honest 
man’s expenditure for trifling articles of luxury came far 
to exceed its ordinary bounds. 

The conscious probity of the honest Doctor enabled 
him to despise this sort of tittle-tattle, though the secret 
knowledge of its existence could not be agrecable to him. 
He went his usual rounds with his usual perseverance, 
and waited with patience until time should throw light 
on the subject and history of his lodger. It was now the 
fourth week after her confinement, and the recovery of 
the stranger might be considered as perfect, when Gray, 
returning from one of his ten-mile visits, saw a post-chaisc 
and four horses at the door. ‘‘ This man has returned,”’ 
he said, ‘‘and my suspicions have done him less than 
justice."" With that he spurred his horse, a signal 
which the trusty steed obcyed the more readily as its 
progress was in the direction of the stable door. But 
when, dismounting, the Doctor hurried into his own 
house, it seemed to him that the departure as well as 
the arrival of this distressed lady was destined to bring 
confusion to his peaceful dwelling. Several idlers had 
assembled about his door, and two or three had impu- 
dently thrust themselves forward almost into the passage, 
to listen to a confused altercation which was heard from 
within. 

The Doctor hastened forward, the foremost of the 
intruders retreating in confusion on his approach, while 
he caught the tones of his wife's voice, raised to a pitch 
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which he knew, by experience, boded no good ; for Mrs. 
Gray, good-humoured and tractable in general, could 
sometimes perform the high part in a matrimonial duet. 
Having much more confidence in his wife's good inten- 
tions than her prudence, he Jost no time in pushing into 
the parlour, to take the matter into his own hands, Here 
he found his helpmate at the head of the whole militia of 
the sick lady’s apartment, that is, wet nurse, and sick 
nurse, and girl of all work, engaged in violent disputc 
with two strangers. ‘The one was a dark-featured 
elderly man, with an eye of much sharpness and severity 
of expression, which now seemed partly quenched by a 
mixture of gricf and mortification. The other, who ap- 
peared actively sustaining the dispute with Mrs, Gray, 
was a stout, bolcd-looking, hard-faced person, armed with 
pistols, of which he made rather an unnecessary and 
ostentatious display. 

‘‘ Here is my husband, sir,” said Mrs. Gray, in a tone 
of triumph, for she had the grace to believe the Doctor 
one of the greatest men living,—‘‘ Here is the Doctor— 
Iet us see what you will say now.” 

‘‘Why, just what I said before, ma'am,” answered the 
man, ‘‘ which is, that my warrant must be obeyed. It is 
regular, ma’‘am, regular.” 

So saying, he struck the forefinger of his right hand 
against a paper which he held towards Mrs. Gray with 
his left. 

‘* Address ygurscif to me, if you please, sir,” said the 
Doctor, secing that he ought to lose no time in removing 
the cause into the proper court. ‘‘l am the master of 
this house, sir, and I wish to know the cause of this 
visit.” 

‘‘My business is soon told,” said the man. ‘‘T am a 
king's messenger, and this lady has treated me as if I 
was a baron-bailic’s officer." 

‘That is not the question, sir,” replied the Doctor. 
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** If you are a king's messenger, where is your warrant, 
and what do you propose to do here?” At the same 
time he whispered the little wench to call Mr. Lawford, 
the town-clerk, to come thither as fast as he possibly could. 
The good daughter of Peg Thomson started off with an 
activity worthy of her mother-in-law. 

‘‘There is my warrant,” said the official, ‘‘and you 
may satisfy yourself.” 

‘‘The shameless loon dare not tell the Doctor his 
errand,”’ said Mrs. Gray exultingly. 

‘‘A bonny errand it is," said old Lucky Simson, ‘‘ to 
carry away a lying-in woman as a gled would do a 
clocking-hen."’ 

‘¢ A woman no a month delivered '—echoed the nurse 
Jamieson. 

‘‘ Twenty-four days, eight hours, and seven minutes, 
to a second,”’ said Mrs, Gray. 

The Doctor having looked over the warrant, which 
was regular, began to be*afraid that the females of his 
family, in their zeal for defending the character of their 
sex, might be stirred up into some sudden fit of mutiny, 
and therefore commanded them to be silent. 

‘‘This,” he said, ‘‘is a warrant for arresting the bodies 
of Richard Tresham, and of Zilia de Moncada, on account 
of high treason. Sir, I have served his Majesty, and this 
is not a house in which traitors are harboured. I know 
nothing of any of these two persons, nor have I ever 
heard even their names." 

‘But the lady whom you have received into your 
family,” said the messenger, ‘‘is Zilia de Mongada, and 
here stands her father, Matthias de Moncada, who will 
make oath to it.” 

‘‘ If this be true,”’ said Mr. Gray, looking towards the 
alleged officer, ‘‘ you have taken a singular duty on you. 
It is neither my habit to deny my own actions, nor to 
oppose the laws of the land. There is a lady in this 
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house slowly recovering from confinement, having be- 
come under this roof the mother of a healthy child. If 
she be the person described in this warrant, and this 
gentleman’s daughter, I must surrender her to the laws 
of the country.” 

Here the Esculapian militia were once more in motion. 

‘** Surrender, Dr. Gray ! It’s a shame to hear you speak, 
and you that lives by women and weans, abune your other 
means !"’ so exclaimed his fair better part. 

‘*T wonder to hear the Doctor !"—said the younger 
nurse; ‘‘there’s no a wife in the town would believe it 
o’ him.” 

‘*T aye thought the Doctor was a man till this moment,” 
said Luckie Simson ; ‘‘ but I believe him now to be an 
auld wife, little baulder than mysell; and I dinna wonder 
now that poor Mrs. Gray "—— 

‘*Hold your peace, you foolish,women,” said the 
Doctor. ‘‘ Do you think this business is not bad enough 
already, that you are making it*worse with your senseless 
claver ?—Gentlemen, this is a very sad case. Here is a 
warrant for a high crime against a poor creature who is 
little fit to be moved from one house to another, much 
more dragged to a prison. I tell you plainly, that I 
think the execution of this arrest may cause her death. 
It is your business, sir, if you be really her father, to 
consider what you can do to soften this matter, rather 
than drive it on.” 

‘* Better death than dishonour,” replied the stern- 
looking old man, with a voice as harsh as his aspect ; 
‘and you, messenger,” he continued, ‘‘look what you 
do, and execute the warrant at your peril.” 

‘* You hear,” said the man, appealing to the Doctor 
himself, ‘‘ 1 must have immediate access to the lady.” 

“‘In a lucky time,” said Mr. Gray, ‘‘here comes the 
town-clerk.—You are very welcome, Mr. Lawford. Your 
opinion here is much wanted as a man of law, as well as 
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of sense and humanity. I was never more glad to see 
you in all my life.” 

He then rapidly stated the case; and the messenger, 
understanding the new-comer to be a man of some 
authority, again exhibited his warrant. 

‘‘ This is a very sufficient and valid warrant, Dr. Gray,” 
replied the man of law. ‘‘ Nevertheless, if you are dis- 
posed to make oath, that instant removal would be un- 
favourable to the lady’s health, unquestionably she must 
remain here, suitably guarded.” 

‘‘It is not so much the mere act of locomotion which 
I am afraid of,” said the surgeon; ‘‘ but I am free to 
depone, on soul and conscience, that the shame and fear 
of her father's anger, and the sense of the affront of such 
an arrest, with terror for its consequences, may occasion 
violent and dangerous illness—even death itself.” 

‘‘ The father must see the daughter, though they may 
have quarrelled,” said Mr. Lawford; ‘‘the officer of 
justice must execute his warrant though it should frighten 
the criminal to death ; these evils are only contingent, 
not direct and immediate consequences. You must give 
up the lady, Mr. Gray, though your hesitation is very 
natural.” 

‘* At least, Mr. Lawford, I ought to be certain that the 
person in my house is the party they search for." 

‘‘ Admit me to her apartment,” replied the man whom 
the messenger termed Mongada. 

The messenger, whom the presence of Lawford had 
made something more placid, began to become impudent 
once more. He hoped, he said, by means of his female 
prisoner, to acquire the information necessary to appre~ 
hend the more guilty person. If more delays were thrown 
in his way, that information might cop4 too late, and he 
would make all who were accessory to such delay re- 
sponsible for the consequences. 

‘‘And J,” said Mr. Gray, ‘‘ though I were to be 
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brought to the gallows for it, protest that this course 
may be the murder of my patient.—Can bail not be 
taken, Mr. Lawford ?”’ 

‘* Not in cases of high treason,” said the official per- 
son ; and then continued in a confidential tone, ‘‘ Come, 
Mr. Gray, we all know you to be a person well affected 
to our Royal Sovereign King George and the Govern- 
ment; but you must not push this too far, lest you bring 
yourself into trouble, which every body in Middlemas 
would be sorry for. The forty-five has not been so 
far gone by, but we can remember enough of warrants 
of high treason—ay, and ladies of quality committed 
upon such charges. But they were all favourably dealt 

‘with—Lady Ogilvy, Lady MacIntosh, Flora Macdonald, 

and all. No doubt this gentleman knows what he is 
doing, and has assurances of the young lady's safety—~ 
So you must just jouk and let the jaw gae by, as we 
say.” 

“‘Follow me, then, gentlemen,” said Gideon, ‘‘and 
you shall see the young lady;” and then, his strong 
features working with emotion at anticipation of the 
distress which he was about to inflict, he led the way 
up the small staircase, and opening the door, said to 
Mongada, who had followed him, ‘‘ This is your daugh- 
ter's only place of refuge, in which I am, alas ! too weak 
to be her protector. Enter, sir, if your conscience will 
permit you.” 

The stranger turned on him a scowl, into which it 
seemed as if he would willingly have thrown the power 
of the fabled basilisk. Then stepping proudly forward, 
he stalked into the room. He was followed by Lawford 
and Gray at a little distance. The messenger remained 
in the doorway. The unhappy young woman had heard 
the disturbance, and guessed the cause too truly. It is 
possible she might even have seen the strangers on their 
descent from the carriage. When they entered the room, 
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she was on her knees, beside an easy chair, her face in a 
silk wrapper that was hung over it. The man called 
Mongada uttered a single word ; by the acoent it might 
have been something equivalent to wretch, but none 
knew its import. The female gave a convulsive shudder, 
such as that by which a half-dying soldier is affected on 
receiving a second wound. But without minding her 
emotion, Moncada seized her by the arm, and with little 
gentleness raised her to her feet, on which she seemed to 
Stand only because she was supported by his strong 
grasp. He then pulled from her face the mask which 
she had hitherto worn. The poor creature’ still endea- 
voured to shroud her face, by covering it with her left 
hand, as the manner in which she was held prevented 
her from using the aid of the right. With little effort 
her father secured that hand also, which, indeed, was of 
itself far too little to serve the purpose of concealment, 
and showed her beautiful face, burning with blushes, and 
covered with tears. 

‘*You, Alcade, and you, Surgeon,” he said to Law- 
ford and Gray, with a foreign action and accent, ‘‘ this 
woman is my daughter, the same Zilia Moncada who is 
signal'd in that protocol. Make way, and let me carry 
her where her crimes may be atoned for.”’ 

‘‘ Are you that person’s daughter ?”’ said Lawford to 
the lady. 

‘‘She understands no English,” said Gray; and 
addressing his patient in French, conjured her to let him 
know whether she was that man’s daughter or not, 
assuring her of protection if the fact were otherwise. 
The answer was murmured faintly, but was too dis- 
tinctly intelligible—‘' He was her father.” 

All further title of interference seemed now ended. 
The messenger arrested his prisoner, and, with some 
delicacy, required the assistance of the females to get 
her conveyed to the carriage in waiting. 
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Gray again interfered. ‘‘You will not,” he said, 
“* separate the mother and the infant?” 

Zilia de Mongada heard the question (which, being 
addressed to the father, Gray had inconsiderately uttered 
in French), and it seemed as if it recalled to her recollec- 
tion the existence of the helpless creature to which she 
had given birth, forgotten for a moment amongst the 
accumulated horrors of her father’s presence, She 
uttered a shriek, expressing poignant grief, and turned 
her eyes on her father with the most intense supplica- 
tion. 

‘*To the parish with the bastard !""—said Mongada ; 
while the helpless mother sunk lifeless into the arms of 
the females, who had now gathered round her, 

‘*That will not pass, sir,"’ said Gideon—'' If you are 
father to that lady, you must be grandfather to the help- 
less child ; and you must settle in some manner for its 
future provision, or refer us to some responsible person.” 

Mongada looked towards Lawford, who expressed him- 
self satisfied of the propriety of what Gray said. 

‘*T object not to pay for whatever the wretched child 
may require,’ said he; ‘‘and if you, sir,” addressing 
Gray, ‘‘ choose to take charge of him, and breed him up, 
you shall have what will better your living.” 

The Doctor was about to refuse a charge so uncivilly 
offered ; but after a moment's reflection, he replied, ‘‘I 
think-so indifferently of the proceedings I have witnessed, 
and of those concerned in them, that if the mother 
desires that I should retain the charge of this child, I 
will not refuse to do so.” 

Moncada spoke to his daughter, who was just begin- 
ning to recover from her swoon, in the same language 
in which he had first addressed her. The proposition 
which he made seemed highly acceptable, as she started 
from the arms of the females, and, advancing to Gray, 
seized his hand, kissed it, bathed it in her tears, and 
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seemed reconciled, even in parting with her child, by the 
consideration that the infant was to remain under his 
guardianship. 

** Good, kind man,” she said in her indifferent French, 
‘* you have saved both mother and child.” 

The father, meanwhile, with mercantile deliberation, 
placed in Mr. Lawford’s hands notes and bills to the 
amount of a thousand pounds, which he stated was to be 
vested for the child’s use, and advanced in such portions 
as his board and education might require. In the event 
of any correspondence on his account being necessary, 
as in case of death or the like, he directed that com- 
munication should be made to Signor Matthias Mon- 
cada, under cover to a certain banking house in 
London. 

‘‘But beware,” he said to Gray; ‘‘ how you trouble 
me about these concerns, unless in case of absolute 
necessity.” 

‘* You need not fear, sir,” replied Gray ; ‘‘ I have seen 
nothing to-day which can induce me to desire a more 
intimate correspondence with you than may be indis- 
pensable,”’ 

While Lawford drew up a proper minute of this trans- 
action, by which he himself and Gray were named 
trustees for the child, Mr. Gray attempted to restore to 
the lady the balance of the considerable sum of money 
which Tresham (if such was his real name) had formally 
deposited with him. With every species of gesture, by 
which hands, eyes, and even feet, could express rejection, 
as well as in her own broken French, she repelled the 
proposal of reimbursement, while she entreated that 
Gray would consider the money as his own property ; 
and at the same time forced upon him a ring set with 
brilliants, which seemed of considerable value. The 
father then spoke to her a few stern words, which she 
heard with an air of mingled agony and submission. 
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‘*T have given her a few minutes to see and weep 
over the miserable being which has been the seal of her 
dishonour,’’ said the stern father. ‘' Let us retire and 
leave her alone.—You,'’ to the messenger, ‘‘ watch the 
door of the room on the outside."’ 

Gray, Lawford, and Mongada, retired to the parlour 
accordingly, where they waited in silence, each busied 
with his own reflections, till, within the space of half-an- 
hour, they received information that the lady was ready 
to depart. 

*“It is well,” replied Mongada ; ‘‘I am glad she has 
yet sense enough left to submit to that which needs 
must be.” 

So saying, he ascended the stair, and returned, lead- 
ing down his daughter, now again masked and veiled. 
As she passed Gray, she uttered the words—‘‘ My child, 
my child!" in a tone of unutterable anguish ; then 
entered the carriage, which was drawn up as close to the 
door of the Doctor's house as the little enclosure would 
permit. The messenger, mounted on a led horse, and 
accompanied by a servant and assistant, followed the 
carriage, which drove rapidly off, taking the road which 
leads to Edinburgh. All who had witnessed this strange 
scene, now departed to make their conjectures, and some 
to count their gains; for money had been distributed 
among the females who had attended on the lady, with 
so much liberality, as considerably to reconcile them to 
the breach of the rights of womanhood inflicted by the 
precipitate removal of the patient. 
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CHAP. II. 


x HE last cloud of dust which the wheels of the 
wy carriage had raised was dissipated, when dinner, 
m which claims a share of human thoughts even in 
the midst of the most marvellous and affecting incidents, 
recurred to those of Mrs. Gray. 

‘‘Indeed, Doctor, you will stand glowering out of the 
window till some other patient calls for you, and then have 
to set off without your dinner ;—and I hope Mr. Law- 
ford will take pot-luck with us, for it is just his own hour ; 
and indeed we had something rather better than ordi- 
nary for this poor lady—lamb and spinage, and a veal 
Florentine.” 

The surgeon started as from a dream, and joined i in 
his wife's hospitable request, to which Lawford willingly 
assented. 

We will suppose the meal finished, a bottle of old and 
generous Antigua upon the table, and a modest little 
punch-bowl, judiciously replenished for the accommoda- 
tion of the Doctor and his guest. Their conversation 
natura’ ¢~ed on the strange scene which they had 
witne jo youruasote Town-clerk took considerable merit 
for f ysnosqt Te} uind. 

Te e«lgyimouy  ‘octor,” said he, ‘‘ you might have 
brewed a bitter Di:uwst to yourself if I had not come in 
as I did.” 

‘‘ Troth, and it might very wellso be,'’ answered Gray ; 
‘for, to tell you the truth, when I saw yonder fellow 
vapouring with his pistols among the women-folk in my 
own house, the old Cameronian spirit began to rise in 
me, and a little thing would have made me cleek to the 
poker.” 

‘Hoot, hoot! that would never have done. Na, 
na,” said the man of law, ‘‘this was a case where a 
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little prudence was worth all the pistols and pokers in 
the world." 

‘‘And that was just what I thought when I sent to 
you, Clerk Lawford," said the Doctor. 

‘*A wiser man he could not have called on to a 
difficult case,’’ added Mrs. Gray, as she sat with her 
work at a little distance from the table. 

‘‘Thanks t'ye, and here's t’'ye, my good neighbour,” 
answered the scribe; ‘‘ will you not let me help you 
to another glass of punch, Mrs. Gray?” This being 
declined, he proceeded. ‘‘I am jalousing that the 
messenger and his warrant were just brought in to pre- 
vent any opposition. Ye saw how quietly he behaved 
after I had laid down the law—I’ll never believe the lady 
is in any risk from him. But the father is a dour 
chield ; depend upon it, he has bred up the young filly 
on the curb-rein, and that has made the poor thing start 
off the course. I should not be surprised that he took 
her abroad, and shut her up in a convent.” 

‘* Hardly,” replied Dr. Gray, ‘‘if it be true, as I sus- 
pect, that both the father and daughter are of the Jewish 
persuasion.” 

‘‘A Jew!" said Mrs. Gray ; ‘‘and have I been taking 
a’ this fyke about a Jew ?—I thought she seemed to gie 
a scunner at the eggs and bacon that Nurse Simson 
spoke about to her. But I thought Jews had aye had 
lang beards, and yon man’s face is just like one of our 
ain folks—I have seen the doctor with a langer beard 
himsell, when he has not had leisure to shave.” 

‘‘That might have been Mr. Mongada’'s case,” said 
Lawford, ‘‘for he seemed to have had a hard journey. 
But the Jews are often very respectable people, Mrs. 
Gray—they have no territorial property, because the law 
is against them there, but they have a good hank in the 
money market—plenty of stock in the funds, Mrs. Gray, 
and, indeed, I think this poor young woman is better 
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‘with her ain father, though he bea Jew and a dour chield 
into the bargain, than she would have been with the 
loon that wranged her, who is, by your account, Dr. 
Gray, baith a papist and a rebel. The Jews are well 
attached to government ; they hate the Pope, the Devil, 
and the Pretender, as much as any honest man among 
ourselves,” 

‘‘T cannot admire either of the gentlemen,” said 
Gideon. ‘‘ But it is but fair to say that I saw Mr. Mon- 
cada when he was highly incensed, and to all appearance 
not without reason. Now, this other man Tresham, if 
that be his name, was haughty to me, and I think some- 
thing careless of the poor young woman, just at the 
time when he owed her most kindness, and me some 
thankfulness, I am, therefore, of your opinion, Clerk 
Lawford, that the Christian is the worst bargain of the 
two.” 

‘‘And you think of taking care of this wean your- 
self, Doctor? ‘That is what I call the good Samaritan.” 

‘* At cheap cost, clerk; the child, if it lives, has 
enough to bring it up decently, and set it out in life, and 
I can teach it an honourable and useful profession. It 
will be rather an amusement than a trouble to me, and 
I want to make some remarks on the childish diseases, 
which, with God’s blessing, the child must come through 
under my charge ; and since Heaven has sent us no 
children ’’—— 

‘* Hoot, hoot!’’ said the Town-clerk, ‘‘ you are in 
ower great a hurry now—you have na been sae lang 
married yet.—Mrs. Gray, dinna let my daffing chase 
you away—we will be for a dish of tea believe, for the 
Doctor and I are nae glass-breakers.” 

Four years after this conversation took place, the event 
happened, at the possibility of which the Town-clerk 
had hinted ; and Mrs. Gray presented her husband with 
an infant daughter. But good and evil are strangely 
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mingled in this sublunary world. The fulfilment of his 
anxious longing for posterity was attended with the loss 
of his simple and kind-hearted wife; one of the most 
heavy blows which fate could inflict on poor Gideon, and 
his house was made desolate even by the event which 
had promised for months before to add new comforts to 
its humble roof. Gray felt the shock as men of sense 
and firmness feel a decided blow, from the effects of 
which they never hope again fully to raise themselves. 
He discharged the duties of his profession with the same 
punctuality as ever, was easy, and even to appearance, 
cheerful in his intercourse with society ; but the sunshine 
of existence was gone. Every morning he missed the 
affectionate charges which recommended to him to pay 
attention to his own health while he was labouring torestore 
that blessing to his patients. Every evening as he re- 
turned from his weary round, it was without the con- 
sciousness of a kind and affectionate reception from one 
eager to tell, and interested to hear, all the little events 
of the day. His whistle, which used to arise clear and 
strong so soon as Middlemas steeple was in view, was 
now for ever silenced, and the rider's head drooped, 
while the tired horse, lacking the stimulus of his master’s 
hand and voice, seemed to shuffle along as if it expe- 
rienced a share of his despondency. There were times 
when he was so much dejected as to be unable to endure 
even the presence of his little Menie, in whose infant 
countenance he could trace the lineaments of the mother, 
of whose loss she had been the innocent and unconscious 
cause. ‘‘ Had it not'been for this poor child ""—he would 
think ; but instantly aware that the sentiment was sinful, 
he would snatch the infant to his breast, and load it with 
caresses—then hastily desire it to be removed from the 
parlour. ; 

The Mahometans have a fanciful idea, that the ‘true 
believer, in his pa$sage to Paradise, is under the neces- 
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sity of passing bare-footed over a bridge composed of 
red-hot iron. But on this occasion, all the pieces of 
paper which the Moslem has preserved during his life, 
lest some holy thing being written upon them might be 
profaned, arrange themselves between his feet and the 
burning metal, and so save him from injury. In thesame 
manner, the effects of kind and benevolent actions are 
sometimes found, even in this world, to assuage the 
pangs of subsequent afflictions. 

Thus, the greatest consolation which poor Gideon 
could find after his heavy deprivation, was in the frolic 
fondness of Richard Middlemas, the child who was in so 
singular a manner thrown upon his charge. Even at 
this early age he was eminently handsome. When 
silent or out of humour, his dark eyes and striking coun- 
tenance presented some recollections of the stern charac- 
ter imprinted on the features of his supposed father ; but 
when he was gay and happy, which was much more 
frequently the case, these clouds were exchanged for the 
most frolicsome, mirthful expression, that ever dwelt on 
the laughing and thoughtless aspect of a child. He 
seemed to have a tact beyond his years in discovering 
and conforming to the peculiarities of human character. 
His nurse, one prime object of Richard's observance, 
was Nurse Jamieson, or, as she was more commonly 
called for brevity, and par excellence, Nurse. This was 
the person who had brought him up from infancy. She 
had lost her own child, and soon after her husband, and 
being thus a lone woman, had, as used to be common in 
Scotland, remained a member of Dr. Gray's family. 
After the death of his wife, she gradually obtained the 
principal superintendence of the whole houschold ; and 
being an honest and capable manager, was a person of 
very great importance in the family. 

She was bold in her temper, violent in her feelings, 
and, as often happens with those in her condition, was 
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as much attached to Richard Middlemas, whom she ha@ 
once nursed at her bosom, as if he had been her own son. 
This affection the child repaid by all the tender attentions 
of which his age was capable. 

Little Dick was also distinguished by the fondest and 
kindest attachment to his guardian and benefactor Dr. 
Gray. He was officious in the right time and place, 
quiet as a lamb when his patron seemed inclined to 
study or to muse, active and assiduous to assist or divert 
him whenever it seemed to be wished, and, in choosing 
his opportunities, he seemed to display an address far 
beyond his childish years. 

As time passed on, this pleasing character seemed to 
be still more refined. In everything like exercise or 
amusement, he was the pride and leader of the boys 
of the place, over the most of whom his strength and 
activity gave him a decided superiority. At school his 
abilities were less distinguished, yet he was a favourite 
with the master, a sensible and useful teacher. 

‘Richard is not swift,” he used to say to Mis patron, 
Dr. Gray, ‘‘ but then he is sure; and it is impossible not 
to be pleased with a child who is so very desirous to 
give satisfaction.” 

Young Middlemas's grateful affection to his patron 
seemed to increase with the expanding of his faculties, 
and found a natural and pleasing mode of displaying 
itself in his attentions to little Menie Gray. Her slightest 
hint was Richard's law, and it was in vain that he was 
summoned forth by a hundred shrill voices to take the 
lead in hye-spye, or at foot-ball, if it was little Menie's 
pleasure that he should remain within, and build card- 
houses for her amusement. At other times he would 
take the charge of the little damsel entirely under his 
own care, and be seen wandering with her on the hprough 
common, collecting wild flowers, or knitting caps made 
of bulrushes. Menie was attached to Dick Middlemas, 
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in proportion to his affectionate assiduity ; and the father 
saw with pleasure every new mark of attention to his 
child-on the part of his protégé. 

During the time that Richard was silently advancing 
from a beautiful child into a fine boy, and approaching 
from a fine boy to the time when he must be termed a 
handsome youth, Mr. Gray wrote twice a-year with much 
regularity to Mr. Moncada, through the channel that 
gentleman had pointed out. The benevolent man 
thought, that if the wealthy grandfather could only see 
his relative, of whom any family might be proud, he 
would be unable to persevere in his resolution of treating 
as an outcast one so nearly connected with him in blood, 
and so interesting in person and disposition. He thought 
it his duty, therefore, to keep open the slender and 
oblique communication with the boy's maternal grand- 
father as that which might, at some future period, lead 
toa closer connection. Yet the correspondence could 
not, in other respects, be agreeable to a man of spirit 
like Mr. Gray. His own letters were as short as possible, 
merely rendering an account of his ward's expenses, in- 
cluding a moderate board to himself, attested by Mr. 
Lawford, his co-trustee ; and intimating Richard's state 
of health, and his progress in education, with a few words 
of brief but warm culogy upon his goodness of head and 
heart. But the answers he received were still shorter, 
‘*Mr. Mongada,” such was their usual tenor, ‘‘ acknow- 
ledges Mr. Gray’s letter of such a date, notices the 
contents, and requests Mr. Gray to persist in the plan 
which he has hitherto prosecuted on the subject of their 
correspondence.'’ On occasions where extraordinary 
expenses seemed likely to be incurred, the remittances 
were made with readiness. 

That day fortnight after Mrs. Gray’s death, fifty 
pounds were received with a note, intimating that it 
was designed to put the child R. M. into proper 
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mourning. The writer had added two or three words, 
desiring that the surplus should be at Mr. Gray’s dis- 
posal, to meet the additional expenses of this period of 
calamity ; but Mr. Moncada had left the phrase un- 
finished, apparently in despair of turning it suitably 
into English. Gideon, without further investigation, 
quietly added the sum to the account of his ward's 
little fortune, contrary to the opinion of Mr. Lawford, 
who, aware that he was rather a loser than a gainer by 
the boy's residence in his house, was desirous that his 
friend should not omit an opportunity of recovering 
some part of his expenses on that score. But Gray was 
proof against all remonstrance. 

As the boy advanced towards his fourteenth year, 
Dr. Gray wrote a more elaborate account of his ward's 
character, acquirements, and capacity. He added that 
he did this for the purpose of enabling Mr. Mongada to 
judge how the young man’s future education should be 
directed. Richard, he observed, was arrived at the 
point where education, losing its original and general 
character, branches off into different paths of knowledge, 
suitable to particular professions, and when it was 
therefore become necessary to determine which of them 
it was his pleasure that young Richard should be trained 
for ; arfd he would, on his part, do all he could to carry 
Mr. Mongcada's wishes into execution, since the amiable 
qualities of the boy made him as dear to him, though 
but a guardian, as he could have been to his own father. 

The answer, which arrived in the course of a week or 
ten days, was fuller than usual, and written in the first 
person.—‘‘ Mr. Gray,’ such was the tenor, ‘‘ our meet- 
mg has been under such circumstances as could not 
make us favourably known to each other at the time. 
But I have the advantage of you, since, knowing your 
motives for entertaining an indifferent opinion of me, I 
could respect them, and you at thc same time ; whereas 
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you, tunable to comprehend the motives—I say you, 
being unacquainted with the infamous treatment I had 
received, could not understand the reasons that I have 
for acting as I have done. Deprived, sir, by the act of 
a villain, of my child, and she despoiled of honour, I 
cannot bring myself to think of beholding the creature, 
however innocent, whose look must always remind me 
of hatred and of shame. Keep the poor child by you— 
educate him to your own profession, but take heed that 
he looks no higher than to fill such a situation in life as 
you yourself worthily occupy, or some other line of like 
importance. For the condition of a farmer, a country 
lawyer, a medical practitioner, or some such retired 
course of life, the means of outfit and education shall be 
amply supplied. But I must warn him and you, that 
any attempt to intrude himself on me farther than I 
may especially permit, will be attended with the total 
forfeiture of my favour and protection. So, having 
made known my mind to you, I expect you will act 
accordingly.” 

The receipt of this letter determined Gideon to have 
some explanation with the boy himself, in order to learn 
if he had any choice among the professions thus opened 
to him ; convinced, at the same time, from his docility 
of temper, that he would refer the selection to his 
(Dr. Gray's) better judgment. 

He had previously, however, the unpleasing task of 
acquainting Richard Middlemas with the mysterious 
circumstances attending his birth, of which he pre- 
sumed him to be entirely ignorant, simply because he 
himself had never communicated them, but had let the 
boy consider himself as the orphan child of a distant 
relation. But though the Doctor himself was silent, he 
might have remembered that Nurse Jamieson had the 
handsome enjoyment of her tongue, and was disposed 
to use it liberally. 
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From a ‘very early period, Nurse Jamieson, amongst 
the variety of legendary lore which she instilled into her 
foster-son, had not forgotten what she called the awful 
season of his coming into the world—the personable 
appearance of his father, a grand gentleman, who looked 
as if the whole world lay at his feet—the beauty of his 
mother, and the terrible blackness of the mask which 
she wore, her een that glanced like diamonds, and the 
diamonds she wore on her fingers, that could be com- 
pared to nothing but her own een, the fairness of her 
skin, and the colour of her silk rokelay, with much 
proper stuff to the same purpose. Then she expatiated 
en the arrival of his grandfather, and the awful man, 
armed with pistol, dirk, and claymore (the last weapons 
existed only in Nurse's imagination), the very Ogre of a 
fairy tale—then all the circumstances of the carrying off 
his mother, while bank-notes were flying about the house 
like screeds of brown paper, and gold guineas were as 
plenty as chuckie-stanes. All this, partly to please and 
interest the boy, partly to indulge her own talent for 
amplification, Nurse told with so many additional cir- 
cumstances, and gratuitous commentaries, that the real 
transaction, mysterious and odd as it certainly was, 
sunk into tameness before the Nurse's edition, like 
humble prose contrasted with the boldest flights of 

etry. 7 

To hear all this did Richard seriously incline, and still 
more was he interested with the idea of his valiant fgther 
coming for ‘him unexpectedly at the head of a gallant 
regiment, with niasic playing and colours flying, and 
carrying his son away on the most beautiful pony eyes 
ever beheld; Or his mother, bright as the day, might 
suddenly appear in her coach-and-six, to reclaim her 
beloved child; or his repentant grandfather, with his 

stuffed out with bank-notes, would come to 
atone for his past cruelty, by heaping his neglcated 
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grandchild with unexpected wealth. Sure was Nurse 
Jamieson, ‘‘that it wanted but a blink of her bairn’s 
bonny ee to turn their hearts, as Scripture sayeth ; and 
as strange things had been, as they should come 
a'thegither to the town at the same time, and make 
such a day as had never been seen in Middlemas ; and 
then her bairn would never be called by that lowland 
name of Middlemas any more, which sounded as if it 
had been gathered out of the town gutter ; but would be 
called Galatian, or Sir William Wallace, or Robin 
Hood, or after some other of the great princes named 
in story-books.” 

Nurse Jamieson’s history of the past, and prospects of 
the future, were too flattering not to excite the most 
ambitious visions in the mind of a boy, who naturally 
felt a strong desire of rising in the world, and was con- 
scious of possessing the powers necessary to his advance- 
ment. The incidents of his birth resembled those he 
found commemorated in the tales which he read or 
listened to; and there seemed no reason why his own 
adventures should not have a termination corresponding 
to those of such veracious histories. In a word, while 
good Dr. Gray imagined that his pupil was dwelling in 
utter ignorance of his origin, Richard was meditating 
upon nothing else than the time and means by which he 
anticipated his being extricated from the obscunity of his 
present condition, and enabled to assume the rank to 
which, in his own opinion, he was entitled by birth. 

So stood the feelings of the young man, when, one 
day after dinner, the Doctor snuffing the candie, and 
taking from his pouch the great leathern pocketbook in 
which he deposited particular papers, with a small 
supply of the most necessary and active medicines, be 
took from it Mr. Mongada’s letter, and requested 
Richard Middiemas's serious attention, while he told 
him some’ circumstances concerning himself, which it 
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greatly imported him to know. Richard's dark eyes 
flashed fire—the blood flushed his broad and well- 
formed forehead—the hour of explanation was at length 
come. He listened to the narrative of Gideon Gray, 
which, the reader may believe, being altogether divested 
of the gilding which Nurse Jamieson’s imagination had 
bestowed upon it, and reduced to what mercantile men 
termed the needful, exhibited little more than the tale of 
a child of shame, deserted by its father and mother, and 
brought up on the reluctant charity of a more distant 
relation, who regarded him as the living though uncon- 
scious evidence of the disgrace of his family, and would 
more willingly have paid for the expenses of his funeral 
than that of the food which was grudgingly provided for 
him. ‘‘ Temple and tower,”—a hundred flattering 
edifices of Richard's childish imagination, went to the 
ground at once, and the pain which attended their 
demolition was rendered the more acute, by a sense of 
shame that he should have nursed such reveries. He 
remained, while Gideon continued his explanation, ina 
dejected posture, his eyes fixed on the ground, and 
the veins of his forehead swollen with contending 
passions. 

‘*And now, my dear Richard,” said the good sur- 
geon, ‘‘ you must think what you can do for yourself, 
since your grandfather leaves you the choice of three 
honourable professions, by any of which, well and wisely 
prosecuted, you may become independent if not wealthy, 
and respectable if not great. You will naturally desire a 
little time for consideration.” 

‘‘Not a minute,” said the boy, raising his head, and 
looking boldly at his guardian. ‘‘I am a free-born 
Englishman, and will return to England if I think fit.” 

“* A free-born fool you are'’—said Gray ; ‘‘you were 
born, as I think, and no one can know better than I do, 
in the blue room of Stevenlaw's Land, in the Town- 
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head of Middiemas, if you call that being a free-horm 
Englishman.” 

‘‘ But Tom Hillary,'’—-this was an apprentice of Clerk 
Lawford, who had of late been a great friend and ad- 
viser of young Middlemas—'‘‘ Tom Hillary says that I 
am a free-born Englishman, notwithstanding, in right of 
my parents.” 

‘* Pooh, child ! what do we know of your parents ?— 
But what has your being an Englishman to do with the 
present question?” 

‘‘Oh, Doctor!" answered the boy bitterly, ‘‘you 
know we from the south side of Tweed cannot scramble 
so hard as you do. The Scots are too moral, and too 
prudent, and too robust, for a poor pudding-eater to live 
amongst them, whether as a parson, or as a lawyer, or 
as a doctor—with your pardon, sir.” 

‘‘Upon my life, Dick,” said Gray, ‘‘ this Tom Hillary 
will turn your brain. What is the meaning of all this 
trash?” 

‘Tom Hillary says that the parson lives by the sins 

of the people, the lawyer by their distresses, and the 
doctor by their diseases—always asking your pardon, 
sir.” 
‘*Tom Hillary,” replied the Doctor, ‘‘ should be 
drummed out of the borough. A whipper-snapper of an 
attorney's apprentice, run away from Newcastle! If I 
hear him talking so, I'll teach him to speak with more 
reverence of the learned professions. Let me hear no 
more of Tom Hillary, whom you have seen far too much 
of lately. Think a httle, like a lad of sense, and tell me 
what answer I am to give to Mr. Mongada.” 

‘* Tell him,” said the boy, the tone of affected sarcasm 
laid aside, and that of injured pride substituted in its 
room, ‘tell him, that my soul revolts at the obscure lot 
he recommends to me. Iam determined to enter my 
father’s profession, the army, unless my grandfather 


37 


THE SURGEON'S DAUGHTER. 
chooses to receive me into his house, and place me in 
his own line of business.” 

*“Yes, and make you his partner, I suppose, and ac- 
knowledge you for his heir?” said Dr. Gray; ‘‘a thing 
extremely likely to happen, no doubt, considering the 
way in which he has brought you up all along, and the 
terms in which he now writes concerning you.” 

“« Then, sir, there is one thing which I can demand of 
you,” replied the boy. ‘‘ There is a large sum of money 
in your hands belonging to me; and since it is consigned 
to you for my use, { demand you should make the neces- 
sary advances to procure a comrhission in the army— 
account to me for the balance—and so, with thanks for 
past favours, I will give you no trouble in future.” 

‘* Young man,” said the Doctor, gravely, ‘‘I am very 
sorry to see that your usual prudence and good humour 
are not proof against the disappointment of some idle 
expectations which you had not the slightest reason to 
entertain. It is very true that there is a sum, which, in 
spite of various expenses, may still approach to a thou- 
sand pounds or better, which remains in my hands for 
your behoof. But I am bound to dispose of it according 
to the will of the donor; and at anyrate you are not 
entitled to call for it until you come to years of discretion ; 
a period from which you are six years distant, according 
to law, and which, in one sense, you will never reach at 
all, unless you alter your present unreasonable crotchets. 
But:come, Dick, this is the first time I have seen you in 
so absurd a humour, and you have many things, I own, 
in your situation, to apologise for impatience even greater 
than you have displayed. But you should not turn your 
resentment on me, that am no way in fault. You should 
remember that { was your earliest and only friend, and 
took charge of you when every other person forsook 
you,” 

“TJ do not thank you for it,” said Richard, giving way 
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to a burst of uncontrolled passion. ‘‘ You might have 
done better for me had you pleased.” 

‘f And in what manner, you ungrateful boy?’ said 
Gray, whose composure was a little ruffled. 

‘‘You might have flung me under the wheels of their 
carriages as they drove off, and have let them trample 
on the body of their child, as they have done on his 
feelings.” 

So saying he rushed out of the room, and shut the 
door behind him with great violence, leaving his guar- 
dian astonished at his sudden and violent change of 
temper and manner. 

‘‘What the deuce can have possessed him? Ah, 
well. High-spirited, and disappointed in some follies 
which that Tom Hillary has put into his head. But his 
is a case for anodynes, and shall be treated accord- 
ingly.” 

While the Doctor formed this good-natured resolution, 
young Middlemas rushed to Nurse Jamieson’s apart- 
ment, where poor Menie, to whom his presence always 
gave holiday feelings, hastened to exhibit, for his admi- 
ration, a new doll, of which she had made the acquisi- 
tion. No one, generally, was more interested in Menie’s 
amusements than Richard; but at present, Richard, like 
his celebrated namesake, was not i’ the vein. He threw 
off the little damsel so carelessly, almost so rudely, that 
the doll flew out of Menie’s hand, fell on the hearth- 
stone, and broke its waxen face. The rudeness drew 
ftom Nurse Jamieson a rebuke, even although the culprit 
was her darling. 

‘‘Hout awa’, Richard—that wasna like yoursell, to 
guide Miss Menie that gate.—IHaud your tongue, Miss 
Menie, and I'll soon mend the baby’s face.” 

But if Menie cried, she did not cry for the doll; and 
while the tears flowed silently down her cheeks, she sat 
looking at Dick Middlemas with a childish face of fear, 
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sorrow, and wonder. Nurse Jamieson was soon diverted 
from her attention to Menie Gray’s distresses, especially 
as she did not weep aloud, and her attention became 
fixed on the altered countenance, red eyes, and swollen 
features of her darling foster-child. She imstantly com- 
menced an investigation into the cause of his distress, 
after the usual inquisitorial manner of matrons of her 
class. ‘‘ What 1s the matter wi’ my bairn?” and ‘' Wha 
has been vexing my bairn?"’ with similar questions, at 
last extorted this reply : 

‘‘T am not your bairn—I am no one’s bairn—no one’s 
son. Iam an outcast from my family, and belong to no 
one. Dr. Gray has told me so himself.”’ 

‘* And did he cast up to my bairn that he was a bas- 
tard ?—troth he was na blate—my certie, your father was 
a better man than ever stood on the Doctor's shanks— 
a handsome grand gentleman, with an ee hke a gled’s, 
and a step hke a Highland piper ” 

Nurse Jamieson had got on a favourite topic, and 
would have expatiated long enough, for she was a pro- 
fessed admirer of masculine beauty, but there was some- 
thing which displeased the boy in her last simile, so he 
cut the conversation shoit, by asking whether she knew 
exactly how much money his grandfather had left with 
Dr. Gray for his maintenance ‘‘She could not say— 
didna ken—an awfu’ sum it was to pass out of ae man’s 
hand—She was sure it wasna less than ae hundred 
pounds, and it might weel be twa In short, she knew 
nothing about the matter, ‘' but she was sure Dr. Gray 
would count to hjm to the last farthing; for everybody 
Lend that he was a just man where siller was concerned. 
However, if her bairn wanted to ken mar about itt, to be 
sure the Town-clerk could tell him all about it.” 

Rachard Middlemas arose and left the apartment, with- 
out saying more. He went :mmediately to visit the old 
Town-clerk, to whom he had made himself acceptable, 
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as, indeed, he had done to most of the dignitaries about 
the borough He introduced the conversation by the pro- 
posal which had been made to him for choosing a pro- 
fession, and, after speaking of the mysterious circum- 
stances of his birth, and the doubtful prospects which 
lay before him, he easily led the Town-clerk into con- 
versation as to the amount of the funds, and heard the 
exact state of the money in his guardians hands, which 
corresponded with the mformation he had already re- 
ceived He next sounded the worthy scribe on the pos- 
sibility of his going into the army , but received a second 
confirmation of the intelligence Mr Gray had given him, 
being informed that no part of the money could be placed 
at his disposal till he was of age, and then not without 
the especial consent of both his guardians, and parti 
cularly that of his master He therefore took leave of 
the Town-clerk, who, much approving the cautious 
manner in which he spoke, and his prudent selection of 
an adviser at this important cnisis of his life, intimated 
to him, that should he choose the law, he would himself 
receive him into his office, upon a very moderate appren- 
tice-fee, and would part with Tom Hillary to make room 
for him, as the lad was ‘‘ rather pragmatical, and plagued 
him with speaking about his English practice, which they 
had nothing to do with on this side of the Border—the 
Lord be thanked!” 

Middlemas thanked him for his kindness, and pro- 
mised to consider his kind offer, in case he should de- 
termine upon following the profession of the law 

From Tom Hillarys master Richard went to Tom 
Hillary himself, who chanced then to be :n the office. 
He was a lad about twenty, as smart as small, but dis- 
tinguished for the accuracy with which he dressed his 
hair, and the splendour of a laced hat and embroidered 
waistcoat, with which he graced the church of Middle- 
mas on Sundays. Tom Hillary had been bred an 
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attorney's clerk in Newcastlé-upon-Tyne, but for some 
reason or other had found it more convenient of late 
years to reside in Scotland, and was recommended to 
the Town-clerk of Middlemas, by the accuracy and 
beauty with which he transcribed the records of the 
borough. It is not improbable that the reports concerning 
the singular circumstances of Richard Middlemas'’s birth, 
and the knowledge that he was actually possessed of a 
considerable sum of money, induced Hillary, though so 
much his senior, to admit the lad to his company, and 
enrich his youthful mind with some branches of informa- 
tion, which, in that retired corner, his pupil might other- 
wise have been some time in attaining. Amongst these 
were certain games at cards and dice, in which the pupil 
paid, as was reasonable, the price of initiation by his 
losses to his instructor. After a long walk with this 
youngster, whose advice, like the unwise son of the 
wisest of men, he probably valued more than that of his 
more aged counsellors, Richard Middlemas returned to 
his lodgings in Stevenlaw’s Land, and went to bed sad 
and supperless. 

The next morning Richard arose with the sun, and his 
night's rest appeared to have had its frequent effect, in 
cooling the passions and correcting the understanding. 
Little Menie was the first person to whom he made 
the amende honorable; and a much smaller propitia- 
tion than the new doll with which he presented her 
would have been accepted as an atonement for a much 
greater offence. Menie was one of those pure spirits, to 
whom a state of unkindness, if the estranged person has 
been a friend, is a state of pain, and the slightest advance 
of her friend and protector was sufficient to regain all 
her childish confidence and affection. 

The father did not prove more inexorable than Menie 
had done. Mr. Gray, indeed, thought he had good 
reason to look cold upon Richard at their next mecting, 
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being not a little hurt at the ungrateful treatment which 
he had received on the preceding evening. But Middle- 
mas disarmed him at once, by frankly pleading that he 
had suffered his mind to be carried away by the sup- 
posed rank and importance of his parents, into an idle 
conviction that he was one day to share them. The 
letter of his grandfather, which condemned him to 
banishment and obscurity for life, was, he acknowledged, 
a very severe blow ; and it was with deep sorrow that he 
reflected, that the irritation of his disappointment had 
led him to express himself in a manner far short of the 
respect and ‘reverence of one who owcd Mr. Gray the 
duty and affection of a son, and ought to refer to his de- 
cision every action of his life. Gideon, propitiated by an 
admission so candid, and made with so much humility, 
readily dismissed his resentment, and kindly inquired of 
Richard, whether he had bestowed any reflection upon 
the choice of profession which had bcen subjected to 
him ; offering, at the same time, to allow him all reason- 
able time to make up his mind. 

On this subject, Richard Middlemas answered with 
the same promptitude and candour—“‘ He had,” he said, 
‘‘in order to forming his opinion more safely, consulted 
with his friend, the Town-clerk.” The Doctor nodded 
approbation. ‘‘ Mr. Lawford had, indeed, been most 
friendly, and had even offered to take him into his own 
office. But if his father and benefactor would permit 
him to study, under his instructions, the noble art in 
which he himself enjoyed such a deserved reputation, 
the mere hope that he might by-and-by be of some use to 
Mr. Gray in his business would greatly overbalance every 
other consideration. Such a course of education, and 
such a use of professional knowledge when he had ac- 
quired it, would be a greater spur to his industry than 
the prospect even of becoming Town-clerk of Middlemas 
in his proper person.” 

43 


THE SURGEON’S DAUGHTER. 

Asthe young man expressed it to be his firm and un- 
alterable choice, to study medicine under his guardian, 
and to remain a member of his family, Dr. Gray in- 
formed Mr. Mongada of the lad’s determination ; who, 
to testify his approbation, remitted to the Doctor the 
sum of £100 as apprentice fee, a sum nearly three times 
as much as Gray's modesty had hinted at as necessary. 

Shortly after, when Dr. Gray and the Town-clerk met 
at the small club of the burgh, their joint theme was the 
sense and steadiness of Richard Middlemas. 

‘* Indeed,” said the Town-clerk, ‘‘ he is such a friendly 
and disinterested boy, that I could not get him to accept 
a place in my office, for fear he should be thought to be 
pushing himself forward at the expense of Tam Hillary.” 

‘* And, indeed, Clerk,’’ said Gray, ‘‘I have sometimes 
been afraid that he kept too much company with that 
Tam Hillary of yours ; but twenty Tam Hillarys would 
not corrupt Dick Middlemas,” 


CHAP. III. 


Dick was come to high renown 
Since he commenced physician; 
Tom was held by all the town 
The better politician.—Tom AnD DICK. 


iwern 1 the same period when Dr. Gray took under 
ie ‘ei bis charge his youthful lodger Richard Middle- 
Same mas, he received proposals from the friends of 
one Adam Hartley, to receive him also as an apprentice. 
The lad was the son of a respectable farmer on the 
English side of the Border, who, educating his eldest son 
to his own occupation, desired to make his second a 
medical man, in order to avail himself of the‘friendship 
of a great man, his landlord, who had offered to assist 
his views in life, and represented a doctor or surgeon as 
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the sort of person to whose advantage his interest could 
be most readily applied. Middlemas and Hartley were 
therefore associated in their studies. In winter they 
were boarded in Edinburgh, for attending the medical 
classes which were necessary for taking their degrec. 
Three or four years thus passed on, and, from being 
mere boys, the two medical aspirants shot up into 
young men, who, being both very good-looking, well 
dressed, well bred, and having money in their pockets, 
became personages of some importance in the little town 
of Middlemas, where there was scarce anything that 
could be termed an aristocracy, and in which beaux were 
scarce and belles were plenty. 

Each of the two had his especial partizans; for 
though the young men themselves lived in tolerable 
harmony together, yet, as usual in such cases, no one 
could approve of one of them, without at the same time 
comparing him with, and asserting his superiority over 
his companion. 

Both were gay, fond of dancing, and sedulous attend- 
ants on the practeesings, as he called them, of Mr. 
M’‘Fittoch, a dancing-master, who, itinerant during the 
summer, became stationary in the winter season, and 
afforded the youth of Middlemas the benefit of his in- 
structions at the rate of twenty lessons for five shillings 
sterling. On these occasions, each of Dr. Gray's pupils 
had his appropriate praise. Hartley danced with most 
spirit—Middlemas with a better grace. Mr. M‘Fittoch 
would have turned out Richard against the country- 
side in the minuet, and wagered the thing dearest to him 
in the world (and that was his kit) upon his assured 
superiority ; but he admitted Hartley was superior to 
him in hornpipes, jigs, strathspeys, and reels. 

In dress, Hartley was most expensive, perhaps because 
his father afforded him better means of being so ; but his 
clothes were neither so tasteful when new, nor so well 
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preserved when they began to grow old, as those of 
Richard Middlemas. Adam Hartley was sometimes 
fine, at other times rather slovenly, and on the former 
occasions looked rather too conscious of his splendour. 
His chum was at all times regularly neat and well 
dressed ; while at the same time he had an air of good- 
breeding, which made |him appear always at ease; so 
that his dress, whatever it was, seemed to be just what 
he ought to have worn at the time. 

In their persons there was a still more strongly-marked 
distinction. Adam Hartley was full middle size, stout, 
and well limbed ; and an open English countenance, of 
the genuine Saxon mould, showed itself among chestnut 
locks, until the hairdresser destroyed them. He loved 
the rough exercises of wrestling, boxing, leaping, and 
quarterstaff, and frequented, when he could obtain 
leisure, the bull-baitings and foot-ball matches, by which 
the borough was sometimes enlivened. 

Richard, on the contrary, was dark, like his father and 
mother, with high features, beautifully formed, but ex- 
hibiting something of a foreign character ; and his person 
was tall and slim, though muscular and active. His 
address and manners must have been natural to him, 
for they were, in clegance and ease, far beyond any ex- 
ample which he could have found in his native burgh. 
He learned the use of the small-sword while in Edin- 
burgh, and took lessons from a performer at the theatre, 
with the purpose of refining his mode of speaking. He 
became also an amateur of the drama, regularly attend- 
ing the playhouse, and assuming the tone of a critic in 
that and other lighter departments of literature. To fill 
up the contrast, so far as taste was concerned, Richard 
was a dexterous and successful angler—Adam, a bold 
and unerring shot. Their efforts to surpass each other 
in supplying Dr. Gray’s table, rendered his housekeeping 
much preferable to what it had been on former occasions ; 
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and, besides, small presents of fish and game are alwnys 
agrecable amongst the inhabitants of a country town, 
and contributed to increase the popularity of the young 
sportsmen. 

While the borough was divided, for lack of better subject 
of disputation, concerning the comparative merits of Dr. 
Gray's two apprentices, he himself was sometimes chosen 
the referee. But in this, as on other matters, the Doctor 
was cautious. He said the lads were both good lads, 
and would be useful men in the profession, if their heads 
were not carried away with the notice which the people 
of the borough took of them, and the parties of plea- 
sure that were so often taking them away from their 
business. No doubt it was natural for him to feel more 
confidence in Hartley, who came of ken’d folk, and was 
very near as good as a born Scotsman. But if he did 
feel such a partiality, he blamed himself for it, since the 
stranger child, so oddly cast upon his hands, had pecu- 
liar good right to such patronage and affection as he had 
to bestow ; and truly the young man himself seemed so 
grateful, that it was impossible for him to hint the slight- 
est wish, that Dick Middlemas did not hasten to execute. 

There were persons in the borough of Middlemas who 
were indiscreet enough to suppose that Miss Menie must 
be a better judge than any other person of the compara- 
tive merits of these accomplished personages, respecting 
which the public opinion was generally divided. No one 
even of her greatest intimates ventured to put the ques- 
tion to her in precise terms ; but her conduct was narrowly 
observed, and the critics remarked, that to Adam Hartley 
her attentions were given more freely and frankly. She 
laughed with him, chatted with him, and danced with 
him ; while to Dick Middlemas her conduct was more 
shy and distant. The premises seemed certain, but the 
public were divided in the conclusions which were to be 
drawn from them. 
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It was not possible for the young men to be the sub- 
ject of such discussions without being sensible that they 
existed ; and thus, contrasted together by the little society 
in which they moved, they must have been made of better 
than ordinary clay, if they had not themselves entered by 
degrees into the spirit of the controversy, and considered 
themselves as rivals for public applause. 

Nor is it to be forgotten that Menie Gray was by this 
time shot up into one of the prettiest young women, not 
of Middlemas only, but of the whole county, in which 
the little borough is situated. This, indeed, had been 
settled by evidence, which could not be esteemed short 
of decisive. At the time of the races, there were usually 
assembled in the borough some company of the higher 
classes from the country around, and many of the sober 
burghers mended their incomes by letting their apart- 
ments, or taking in lodgers of quality for the busy week. 
All the rural thanes and thanesses attended on these 
occasions ; and such was the number of cocked hats and 
silken trains, that the little town seemed for a time totally 
to have changed its inhabitants. On this occasion, per- 
sons of a certain quality only were permitted to attend 
upon the nightly balls which were given in the old Town- 
house, and the line of distinction excluded Mr. Gray’s 
family. 

The aristocracy, however, used their privileges with 
some feelings of deference to the native beaux and belles 
of the borough, who were thus doomed to hear the fiddles 
nightly, without being permitted to dance to them. One 
evening in the race-weck, terrned the Hunter's Ball, was 
dedicated to general amusement, and liberated from the 
usual restrictions of etiquette. On this occasion all the 
respectable families in the town were invited to share the 
amusement of the evening, and to wonder at the finery, 
and be grateful for the condescension, of their betters. 
This was especially the case with the females, for the 
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number of invitations to the gentlemen of the town was 
much more limited. Now, at this general muster, the 
beauty of Miss Gray's face and person had placed her, 
in the opinion of all competent judges, decidedly at the 
head of all the belles present, saving those with whom, 
according to the ideas of the place, it would hardly have 
been decent to compare her. 

The Laird of the ancient and distinguished house of 
Louponheight did not hesitate to engage her hand 
during the greater part of the evening ; and his mother, 
renowned for her stern assertion of the distinctions of 
rank, placed the little plebeian beside her at supper, and 
was heard to say that the surgeon's daughter behaved very 
prettily indeed, and seemed to know perfectly well where 
and what she was. As for the young Laird himself, he 
capered so high, and laughed so uproariously, as to give 
rise to a rumour, that he was minded to ‘‘ shoot madly 
from his sphere,” and to convert the village doctor's 
daughter into a lady of his own ancient name. 

During this memorable evening, Middlemas and Hart- 
ley, who had found room in the music gallery, witnessed 
the scene, and, as it would seem, with very different 
feelings. Hartley was evidently annoyed by the excess 
of attention which the gallant Laird of Louponheight, 
stimulated by the influence of a ®ouple of bottles of 
claret, and by the presence of a partner who danced re- 
markably well, paid to Miss Menie Gray. He saw from 
his lofty stand all the dumb show of gallantry, with the 
comfortable feelings of a famishing creature looking upon 
a feast which he is not permitted to share, and regarded 
every extraordinary frisk of the jovial Laird, as the same 
might have been looked upon by a gouty person, who 
apprehended that the dignitary was about to descend on 
his toes, At length, unable to restrain his emotion, he 
left the gallery and returned no more. 

Far different was the demeanour of Middlemas. He 
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seemed gratified and elevated by the attention which was 
generally paid to Miss Gray, and by the admiration she 
excited. On the valiant Laird of Louponheight he 
looked with indescribable contempt, and amused himself 
with pointing out to the borough dancing-master, who 
acted pro tempore as one of the band, the frolicksome 
bounds and pirouettes, in which that worthy displayed a 
great deal more of vigour than of grace. 

** But ye shouldna laugh sae loud, Master Dick,”’ said 
the master of capers ; ‘‘he hasna had the advantage of a 
real gracefu’ teacher, as ye have had; and troth, if he 
listed to tak some lessons, I think I could make some 
hand of his feet, for he is a sowple chield, and has a 
gallant instep of his ain ; and sic a laced hat hasna been 
seen on the causeway of Middlemas this mony a day.— 
Ye are standing laughing there, Dick Middlemas; I 
would have you be sure he does not cut you out with 
your bonny partner yonder,” 

‘He be ——!” Middlemas was beginning a sentence 
which could not have concluded with strict attention to 
propriety, when the master of the band summoned 
M‘Fittoch to his post, by the following ireful expostula- 
tion :—‘‘ What are ye about, sir? Mind your bow-hand. 
How the deil d’ye think three fiddles is to keep down a 
bass, if yin o' them sfands girning and gabbling as ye’re 
doing? Play up, sir!" 

Dick Middlemas, thus reduced to silence, continued, 
from his lofty station, like one of the gods of the Ipicu- 
reans, to survey what passed below, without the gaieties 
which he witnessed being able to excite more than a 
smile, which seemed, however, rather to indicate a good- 
humoured contempt for what was passing, than a 
benevolent sympathy with the pleasures of others. 
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CHAP. IV. 


Now hold thy tongue, Billy Bewick, he said, 
Of peaceful talking let me be ; 
But tf thou arta man, asl think thou art, 
Come ower the dike and ficht with me. 
BorvER MINSTRELSY. 


Wee N the morning after this gay evening, the two 
*Avaa) young men were labouring together in a plot of 
eeeeey ground behind Stevenlaw’s Land, which the 
Doctor had converted into a garden, where he raised, 
with a vicw to pharmacy as well as botany, some rare 
plants, which obtained the place from the vulgar the 
sounding name of the Physic Garden. Mr. Gray’s pupils 
readily complied with his wishes, that they would take 
some care of this favourite spot, to which both con- 
tributed their labours, after which Hartley used to devote 
himself to the cultivation of the kitchen garden, which 
he had raised into this respectability from a spot noi 
excelling a common kail-yard, while Richard Middlemas 
did his utmost to decorate with flowers and shrubs a 
sort of arbour, usually called Miss Menie’s bower. 

At present, they were both in the botanic patch of the 
garden, when Dick Middlemas asked Hartley why he 
had left the ball so soon the evening before. 

‘‘T should rather ask you,” said Hartley, ‘‘ what plea- 
sure you felt in staying there ?—I tell you, Dick, it is a 
shabby low place this Middlemas of ours. In the smallest 
burgh in England every decent freeholder would have 
been asked, if the Member gave a ball.”’ 

‘‘What, Hartley!’ said his companion, ‘‘are you, of 
all men, a candidate for the honour of mixing with the 
first-born of the earth? Mercy onus! How will canny 
Northumberland (throwing a true Northern accent on 
the letter ‘R) acquit himself? Methinks I see thee in thy 
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pea-preen suit, dancing a jig with the Honourable Miss 
Maddie MacFudgeon, while chiefs and thanes around 
laugh as they would do at a hog in armour !"’ 

‘* You don't, or perhaps you won't, understand me,” 
said Hartley. ‘‘I am not such a fool as to desire to be 
hail-fellow-well-met with these fine folks—I care as little 
for them as they do for me. But as they do not choose 
to ask us io dance, I don’t sce what business they have 
with our partners.” 

‘‘ Partners, said you?” answered Middlemas; ‘' 
don't think Menie is very often yours.” 

** As often as I ask her,’’ answered Hartley, rather 
haughtily. 

‘‘ Ay? Indeed ?—I did not think that.—And hang me, 
if Ithink so yet,” said Middicmas, with the same sar- 
castic tone. ‘‘I tell thee, Adam, I will bet you a bowl 
of punch that Miss Graywill not dance with you the next 
time you ask her. All I stipulate, is to know the day.” 

‘*I will lay no bets about Miss Gray,” said Hartley ; 
‘‘her father is my master, and I am obliged to him—I 
think I should act very scurvily, if I were to make her the 
subject of any idle debate betwixt you and me.” 

‘* Very right,’’ replied Middlemas, ‘‘ you should finish 
one quarrel before you begin another. Pray, saddle 
your pony, ride up to the gate of Louponheight Castle, 
and defy the baron to mortal combat, for having pre- 
sumed to touch the fair hand of Menie Gray.” 

‘*T wish you would leave Miss Gray's name out of the 
question, and take your defiances to your fine folks in 
your own name, ané sec what they will say to the sur- 
geon’s apprentice.” 

‘* Speak for yourself, if you please, Mr. Adam Hart- 
ley. I was not born a clown like some folks, and should 
care little, if I saw it fit, to talk to the best of them at the 
ordinary, and make myself understood too.” 

‘‘Very likely,” answered Hartley, losing patience: 
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‘‘you are one of themselves, you know—Middlemas, of 
that Ilk.” 

‘‘You scoundrel!” said Richard, advancing on him in 
fury, his taunting humour entirely changed into rage. 

‘*Stand back,” said Hartley, ‘‘or you will come by 
the worst ; if you will break rude jests, you must put up 
with rough answers.” 

‘‘T will have satisfaction for this insult, by Heaven!” 

‘* Why, So you shall, if you insist on it,” said Hartley ; 
**but better, I think, to say no more about the matter. 
We have both spoken what would have been better left 
unsaid. I was in the wrong to say what I said to you, 
although you did provoke me. and now I have given 
you as much satisfaction as a reasonable man can ask.” 

‘‘Sir,” repeated Middlemas, ‘‘ the satisfaction which I 
demand, is that of a gentleman—the Doctor has a pair 
of pistols.” 

‘“‘And a pair of mortars also, which are heartily at 
your service, gentlemen,” said Mr. Gray, coming forward 
from behind a yew hedge, where he had listened to the 
whole or greater part of this dispute. ‘'A fine story it 
would be of my apprentices shooting each other with my 
own pistols! Let me see either of you fit to treat a gun- 
shot wound, before you think of inflicting one. Go, you 
are both very foolish boys, and I cannot take it kind of 
either of you to bring the name of my daughter into such 
disputes as these. Hark ye, lads, ye both one me, I[ 
think, some portion of respect, and even of gratitude—it 
will be a poor return, if instead of living quietly with 
this poor motherless girl, lke brothers with a sister, 
you should oblige me to increase my expense, and 
abridge my comfort, by sending my child from me, for the 
few months that youare to remain here. Let me see you 
shake hands, and let us have no more of this nonsense.” 

While their master spoke in this manner, both the 
young men stood before him in the attitude of self- 
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convicted criminals. At the conclusion of this rebuke, 
Hartley turned frankly round, and offered his hand to 
his companion, who accepted it, but after a moment's 
hesitation. There was nothing farther passed on the 
subject, But the lads never resumed the same sort of 
intimacy which had existed betwixt them in their earlier 
acquaintance, On the contrary, avoiding every connec- 
tion not absolutely required by their situation, and 
abridging as much as possible even their indispensable 
intercourse in professional matters, they seemed as much 
estranged from each other as two persons residing in the 
same small house had the means of being. 

As for Menie Gray, her father did not appear to en- 
tertain the least anxiety upon her account, although from 
his frequent and almost daily absence from home, she 
‘was exposed to constant Intercourse with two handsome 
young men, both, it might be supposed, ambitious of 
pleasing her more than most parents would have deemed 
entirely prudent. Nor was Nurse Jamieson—her menial] 
Situation, and her excessive partiality for her foster-son, 
considered—altogether such a matron as could afford 
her protection. Gideon, however, knew that his daughter 
possessed, in its fullest extent, the upright and pure 
integrity of his own character, and that never father had 
less reason to apprehend that a daughter should deceive 
his confidence ; and justly secure of her principles, he 
overlooked the danger to which he cxposed her feelings 
and affections. 

The intercourse betwixt Menie and the young men 
seemed now of a guarded kind on all sides. Their 
meeting was only at meals, and Miss Gray was at pains, 
perhaps by her father's recommendation, to treat them 
with the same degree of attention. ‘This, however, was 
no easy matter; for Hartley became so retiring, cold, 
and formal, that it was impossible for her to sustain any 
prolonged intercourse with him; whereas, Middiemas, 
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perfectly at his ease, sustained his part as formerly upom 
all occasions that occurred, and without appearing to 
press his intimacy assidiously, seemed nevertheless to 
retain the complete possession of it. 

The time drew nigh at length when the young men, 
freed from the engagements of their indentures, must look 
to play their own independent part in the world. Mr. 
Gray informed Richard Middlemas that he had written 
pressingly upon the subject to Mongada, and that more 
than once, but had not yet received an answer ; nor did 
he presume to offer his own advice, until the pleasure of 
his grandfather should be known. Richard seemed to 
endure this suspense with more patience than the Doctor 
thought belonged naturally to his character. He asked 
no qtiestions—stated no conjectures—showed no anxiety, 
but seemed to await with patience the turn which events 
should take. ‘‘My young gentleman,” thought Mr. 
Gray, ‘‘ has either fixed on some course in his own mind, 
or he is about to be more tractable than some points of 
his character have led me to expect.”’ 

In fact, Richard had made an experiment on this in- 
flexible relative, by sending Mr. Moncada a letter full ot 
duty, and affection, and gratitude, desiring to be per- 
mitted to correspond with him in person, and promising 
to be guided in every particular by his will. ‘The answer 
to this appeal was his own letter returned, with a note 
from the bankers whose cover had been used, saying, 
that any future attempt to intrude on Mr. Mongada, 
would put a final period to their remittanccs. 

While things were in this situation in Stevenlaw’s Land, 
Adam Hartley one evening, contrary to his custom for 
several months, sought a private interview with his 
fellow-apprentice. He found him in the little arbour, 
and could not omit observing, that Dick Middlemas, on 
his appearance, shoved into his bosom a small packet, 
as if afraid of its being seen, and snatching up a hoe, 
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‘began to work with great devotion, like one who wished to 
have it thought that his whole soul was in his occupation. 

‘*T wished to speak with you, Mr. Middlemas,"’ said 
Hartley ; ‘‘but I fear I interrupt you.” 

‘Not in the least,” said the other, laying down his hoe; 
“*¥ was only scratching up the weeds which the late 
showers have madc rush up so numerously. I am at 
your service.” 

Hartley proceeded to the arbour, and seated himself. 
Richard imitated his example, and seemed to wait for 
the proposed communication. 

“‘¥ have had an interesting communication with Mr. 
Gray "—said Hartley, and there stopped, like one who 
finds himself entering upon a difficult task. 

““T hope the explanation has been satisfactory?” said 
Middlemas. 

“‘ You shall judge.—Dr. Gray was pleased to say some- 
thing to me very civil about my proficiency in the duties 
of our profession ; and, to my great astonishment, asked 
me, whether, as he was now becoming old, I had any 
particular objection to continue in my present situation, 
but with some pecuniary advantages, for two years 
longer ; at the end of which he promised to me that I 
should enter into partnership with him.” 

‘‘Mr. Gray is an undoubted judge,’ said Middlemas, 
‘*what person will best suit him as a professional as- 
sistant. The business may be worth £200 a-year, and 
an active assistant might go nigh to double it, by riding 
Strath-Devan and the Carse. No great subject for 
division after all, Mr. Hartley.” 

“But,” continued Hartley, ‘‘that is not all. The 
Doctor says—he proposes-—in short, if I can render my- 
‘self agreeable, in the course of these two years, to Miss 
Menie Gray, he proposes, that when they terminate, I 
should become his son as well as his partner.” 

As he spoke, he kept his eye fixed on Richard’s face, 
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which was for a moment strongly agitated ; but instantly 
recovering, he answered, in a tone where pique and 
offended pride vainly endeavoured to disguise themselves 
under an affectation of indifference. ‘‘ Well, Master 
Adam, I cannot but wish you joy of .the patriarchal 
arrangement. You have served five years for a profes- 
sional diploma—a sort of Leah, that privilege of killing 
and curing. Now you begin a new course of servitude 
fora lovely Rachel. Undoubtedly—perhaps it is rude in 
me to ask—but undoubtedly you have accepted so 
flattering an arrangement?” 

‘You cannot but recollect there was a condition an- 
nexed,” said Hartley, gravely. 

‘‘That of rendering yourself acceptable to a girl you 
have known for so many years?” said Middlemas, with 
a half-suppressed sneer. ‘‘ No great difficulty in that, 
I should think, for such’a person as Mr. Hartley, with 
Dr. Gray's favour to back him. No, no—there could be 
no great obstacle there.”’ 

‘‘ Both you and I know the contrary, Mr. Middlemas,” 
said Hartley, very seriously. 

‘*T know ?>—How should I know anything more than 
yourself about the state of Miss Gray's inclinations ?"’ 
said Middlemas. ‘' I am sure we have had equal access 
to know them.” 

‘Perhaps so; but some know better how to avail 
themselves of opportunities. Mr. Middlemas, I have 
long suspected that you have had the inestimable advan- 
tage of possessing Miss Gray's affections, and "—— 

‘‘[?"—interrupted Middlemas ; ‘‘ you are jesting, or 
you are jealous. You do yourself less, and me more, 
than justice ; but the compliment is so great, that I am 
obliged to you for the mistake.” 

‘‘That you may know,” answered Hartley, ‘‘I do 
not speak either by guess, or from what you call jeal- 
ousy, I tell you frankly, that Menie Gray herself told 
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me the state of her affections. I naturally communi- 
cated to her the discourse I had with her father. I 
told her I was but too well convinced that at the present 
moment 1 did not possess that interest in her heart, 
which alone might entitle me to request her acquiescence 
in the views which her father’s goodness held out to me ; 
but I entreated her not at once to decide against me, 
but give me an opportunity to make way in her affections, 
if possible, trusting that time and the services which I 
should render to her father, might have an ultimate effect 
in my favour.” 

‘*A most natural and modest request. But what did 
the young lady say in reply ?" 

‘‘She is a noble-hearted girl, Richard Middlemas ; and 
for her frankness alone, even without her beauty and her 
good sense, deserves an emperor. I cannot express the 
graceful modesty with which sHe told me, that she knew 
too well the kindliness, as she was pleascd to call it, of 
my heart, to expose me to the protracted pain of an unre- 
quited passion. She candidly informed me that she had 
been long engaged to you in secret—that you had ex- 
changed portraits ;—-and though without her father’s 
consent she would never become yours, yet she felt it 
impossible that she should ever so far change her senti- 
ments as to afford the most distant prospect of success 
to another.” 

‘* Upon my word,” said Middlemas; ‘‘she has been 
extremely candid indeed, and I am very much obliged to 
her !" 

‘‘And upon my honest word, Mr. Middlemas,” re- 
turned Hartley, ‘‘you do Miss Gray the greatest injustice 
——nay, you are ungrateful to her, if you are displeased 
at her making this declaration. She loves you as a 
woman loves the first object of her affection—she loves 
you better ’’—He stopped, and Middlemas completed the 
sentence, 
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‘* Better than I deserve, perhaps ?—Faith, it may well 
be so, and I love her dearly in return. But after all, you 
iknow, the secret was mine as well as hers, and it would 
have been better that she had consulted me before making 
it public.” 

‘“Mr. Middlemas,’’ said Hartley, earnestly, ‘if the 
least of this feeling, on your part, arises from the appre- 
hension that your secret is Jess safe because it is in my 
keeping, I can assure you that such is my grateful sense 
of Miss Gray’s goodness, in communicating, to save me 
pain, an affair of such delicacy to herself and you, that 
wild horses should tear me limb from limb before they 
forced a word of it from my lips.” 

‘‘Nay, nay, my dear friend,’’ said Middlemas, with a 
frankness of manner indicating a cordiality that had not 
existed between them for some time, ‘‘ you must allow 
me to be a little jealo&ts in my turn. Your true lover 
cannot have a title to the name, unless he be sometimes 
unreasonable ; and somchow, it seems odd she should 
have chosen for a confidant one whom I have often 
thought a formidable rival ; and yet I am so far from 
being displeased, that I do not know that the dear sensi- 
ble girl could after all have made a better choice. ‘It is 
time that the foolish coldness between us should be 
ended, as you must be sensible that its real cause lay in 
our rivalry. I have much necd of good advice, and who 
can give it to me better than the old companion, whose 
soundness of judgment I have always envied, even when 
some injudicious friends have given me credit for quicker 
parts?” 

Hartley accepted Richard's proffered hand, but with- 
out any of the buoyancy of spirit with which it was 
offered. 

‘*I do not intend,” he said, ‘‘ to remain many days in 
this place, perhaps not very many hours. But if, in the 
meanwhile, I can benefit you, by advice or otherwise, you 
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may fully command me. It is the only mode in which I 
can be of service to Menie Gray.” 

‘‘Love my mistress, love me; a happy pendant? to the 
old proverb, Love me, love my dog. Well, then, for 
Menie Gray's sake, if not for Dick Middlemas’s (plague 
on that vulgar tell-tale name), will you, that are a 
stander-by, tell us, who are the unlucky players, what 
you think of this game of ours?” 

‘¢ How can you ask such a question, when the field lies 
so fair before you? Iam sure that Dr. Gray would retain 
you as his assistant upon the same terms which he pro- 
posed tome. You are the better match, in all worldly 
respects, for his daughter, having some capital to begin 
the world with.” 

‘* All true—but methinks Mr. Gray has showed no 
great predilection for me in this matter.” 

‘‘ If he has done injustice to your indisputable merit,” 
said Hartley, dryly, ‘‘ the preference of his daughter has 
more than atoned for it.” 

‘Unquestionably ; and dearly, therefore, do I love 
her; otherwise, Adam, Iam not a person to grasp at the 
leavings of other people.” 

‘“Richard,”’ replicd Hartley, ‘‘ that pride of yours, if 
you do not check it, will render you both ungrateful and 
miserable. Mr. Gray's idcas are most friendly. He 
told me plainly, that his choice of me as an assistant, 
and as a member of his family, had been a long time 
balanced by his early affection for you, until he thought 
he had remarked in you a decisive discontent with such 
limited prospects as.his offer contained, and a desire to 
go abroad into the world, and push, as it is called, your 
fortune. He said, that although it was very probable 
that you might love his daughter well enough to relin- 
quish these ambitious ideas for her sake, yet the demons 
of Ambition and Avarice would return after the exorciser 
Love had exhausted the force of his spells, and then he 
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thought he would have just reason to be anxious for his 
Gaughter’s happiness.” 

‘* By my faith, the worthy senior speaks scholarly and 
wisely,” answered Richard—‘‘I did not think he had 
been so clear-sighted. ‘To say the truth, but for the 
beautiful Menie Gray, I should feel like a mill-horse, 
walking my daily round in this dull country, while other 
gay rovers are trying how the world will receive them. 
For instance, where do you yourself go? "’ 

‘‘A cousin of my mother’s commands a ship in the 
Company's service. I intend to go with him as surgeon's 
mate. If J like the sea service, I will continue in it; if 
not, I will enter some other line.” This Hartley said 
with a sigh. 

‘*To India!" answered Richard; ‘‘happy dog—to 
India! You may well bear with equanimity all disap- 
pointments sustained on this side of the globe. Oh, 
Delhi! oh, Golconda! have your names no power to 
conjure down idle recollections !—India, where gold is 
won by steel ; where a brave man cannot pitch his desire 
of fame and wealth so high, but that he may realise it, 
if he have fortune to his friend? Is it possible that the 
bold adventurer can fix his thoughts on you, andi still be 
dejected at the thoughts that a bonnie blue-eyed lass 
looked favourably ona less lucky fellow than himself? 
Can this be?” 

‘‘ Less lucky ?” said Hartley. ‘‘ Can you, the accepted 
lover of Menie Gray, speak in that tone, even though it 
be in jest?” 

‘Nay, Adam,” said Richard, ‘don't be angry with 
me, because, being thus far successful, I rate my good 
fortune not quite so rapturously as perhaps you do, who 
have missed the luck of it. Your philosophy should tell 
you, that the object which we attain, or are sure of at- 
taining, loses, perhaps, even by that very certainty, a 
little of the extravagant and ideal value, which attached 
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to it while the object of feverish hopes and aguish fears. 
But for all that, I cannot live without my sweet Menie. 
I would wed her to-morrow, with all my soul, without 
thinking a minute on the clog which so carly a marriage 
would fasten on our heels. But to spend two additional 
years in this infernal wilderness, cruizing after crowns 
and half-crowns, when worse men are making lacs and 
crores of rupees—It is a sad falling off, Adam. Counsel 
me, my friend,—can you not suggest some mode of get- 
ting off from these two years of destined dullness?” 

‘‘Not I,” replied Hartley, scarce repressing his dis- 
pleasure ; ‘‘and if I could induce Dr. Gray to dispense 
with so reasonable a condition, I should be very sorry 
todoso. You are but twenty-one, and if such a period 
of probation was, in the Doctor's prudence, judged 
necessary for me, who am full two years older, I have 
no idea that he will dispense with it in yours.” 

‘* Perhaps not,” replicd Middlemas ; ‘‘ but do you not 
think that these two, or call them three, years of proba- 
tion, had better be spent in India, where much may be 
done in a little while, than here, where nothing can 
be done save just enough to get salt to our broth, or 
broth to our salt? Methinks I have a natural turn for 
India, and so I ought. My father was a soldier, by the 
conjecture of all who saw him, and gave me a love of 
the sword, and an arm to use one. My mother's 
father was a rich trafficker, who loved wealth, I war- 
rant me, and knew how to get it. This petty two 
hundred a-ycar, with its miserable and precarious pos- 
sibilities, to be shared with the old gentleman, sounds in 
the ears of one like me, who have the world for the 
winning, and a sword to cut my way through it, like 
something little better than a decent kind of beggary. 
Menie is in herself a gem—a diamond—I admit it. 
But then, one would not set such a precious jewel in 
lead or copper, but in pure gold; ay, and add a circlet 
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of brilliants to set it off with. Be a good fellow, Adam, 
and undertake the setting my project in proper colours 
before the Doctor. I am sure, the wisest thing for him 
and Menie both is to permit me to spend this short time 
of probation in the land of cowries, I am sure my heart 
will be there at any rate, and while I am bleeding some 
bumpkin for an inflammation, I shall be in fancy re- 
lieving some nabob, or rajahpoot, of his plethora of 
wealth. Come—will you assist, will you be auxiliary ? 
Ten chances but you plead your own cause, man, for I 
may be brought up by a sabre, or a bow-string, before 
I make my pack up; then your road to Menie will be 
free and open, and, as you will be possessed of the 
situation of comforter ex ofic/o, you may take her ‘with 
the tear in her ee,’ as old saws advise.” 

‘Mr. Richard Middlemas,” said Hartley, ‘‘I wish it 
were possible for me to tell you, in the few words which 
I intend to bestow on you, whether I pity you or despise 
you the most. Heaven has placed happiness, com- 
petence, and content, within your power, and you are 
willing to cast them away, to gratify ambition and 
avarice. Were I to give an advice on this subject, 
either to Dr. Gray or his daughter, it would be to break 
off all connection with a man, who, however clever by 
nature, may soon show himself a fool, and however 
honestly brought up, may also, upon temptation, prove 
himself a villain.-®You may lay aside the sneer, which is 
designed to be a sarcastic smile. I will not attempt to 
do this, because I am convinced that my advice would 
be of no use, unless it could come unattended with 
suspicion of my motives. I will hasten my departure 
from this house, that we may not meet again; and I 
will leave it to God Almighty to protect honesty and 
innocence against the dangers which must attend vanity 
and folly." So saying, he turned contemptuously from 
the youthful votary of ambition, and left the garden. 
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** Stop,” said Middlemas, struck with the picture 
which had been held up to his conscience—" Stop, 
Adam Hartley, and I will confess to you'’——But his 
words were uttered in a faint and hesitating manner, 
and either never reached Hartley's ear, or failed in 
changing his purpose of departure. 

When he was out of the garden, Middlemas began to 
recall his usual boldness of disposition—‘‘ Had he stayed 
a moment longer,” he said, ‘‘I would have turned 
Papist, and made him my ghostly confessor. The 
yeomanly churl!-—-I would give something to know 
how he has got such a hank over me. What are 
Menie Gray's engagements to him? She has given 
him his answer, and what right has he to come betwixt 
her and me? If old Moncada had done a grandfather's 
duty, and made suitable settlements on me, this plan of 
marrying the sweet girl, and settling here in her native 
place, might have done well cnough. But to live the life 
of the poor drudge her father—to be at the command 
and call of every boor for twenty miles round !—why, the 
labours of a higgler, who travels scores of miles to barter 
pins, ribbons, snuff and tobacco, against the housewife’s 
private stock of eggs, mort-skins, and tallow, is more 
profitable, less laborious, and faith, I think, equally 
respectable. No, no,—unless I can find wealth nearer 
home, I will seck it where every one can have it for the 
gathering ; and so J will down to the Swan Inn, and 
hold a final consultation with my friend.” 


CHAP. V. 


ee HE friend whom Middlemas expected to meet 
: “ at the Swan was a person already mentioned in 
E this history by the name of ‘Tom Hillary, bred 
ttorney’s clerk, in the ancient town of Novum 
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Castrum—doctus utriusque juris, as far as a few months 
in the service of Mr. Lawford, town-clerk of Middlemas, 
could render him so. The last mention that we made of 
this gentleman was when his gold-laced hat veiled its 
splendour before the fresher mounted beavers of the 
*prentices of Dr. Gray. That was now about five years 
since, and it was within six months that he had made 
his appearance in Middlemas, a very different sort of 
personage from that which he secmed at his departure. 

He was now called Captain ; his dress was regimental, 
and his language martial. He appeared to have plenty 
of cash, for he not only, to the great surprise of the 
parties, paid certain old debts, which he had left un- 
settled behind him, and that notwithstanding his having, 
as his old practice told him, a good defence of prescrip- 
tion, but even sent the minister a guinea, to the assist- 
ance of the parish poor. These acts of justice and 
benevolence were bruited abroad, greatly to the honour 
of one, who, so long absent, had neither forgotten his 
just debts, nor hardened his heart against the cries of 
the needy. His merits were thought the higher, when 
it was understood he had served the Honourable East 
India Company—that wonderful company of merchants, 
who may indeed, with the strictest propriety, be termed 
princes. It was about the middle of the eighteenth 
century, and the directors in Leadenhall Street were 
silently laying the foundation of that immense empire, 
which afterwards rose like an exhalation, and now 
astonishes Europe, as well as Asia, with its formidable 
extent, and stupendous strength. Britain had now 
begun to lend a wondering ear to the account of battles 
fought and cities won in the East ; and was surprised by 
the return of individuals who had left their native country 
as adventurers, but now reappeared there surrounded by 
Oriental Wealth and Oriental luxury, which dimmed even 
the splendour of the most wealthy of the British nobility, 
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In this new-found El Dorado, Iiillary had, it seems, 
been a labourer, and, if he told truth, to some purpose, 
though he was far from having completed the harvest 
which he meditated. He spoke, indeed, of making 
investments, and, as a mere matter of fancy, he con- 
sulted his old master, Clerk Lawford, concerning the 
purchase of a moorland farm of three thousand acres, 
for which he would be content to give three or four 
thousand guineas, providing the game was plenty, and 
the trouting in the brook such as had been represented 
by advertisement. But he did not wish to make any 
extensive landed purchase at present. It was necessary 
to keep up his interest in Leadenhall Strect ; and in that 
view, it would be impolitic to part with his India stock 
and India bonds. In short, it was folly to think of 
ettling on a poor thousand or twelve hundred a-year, 
when one was in the prime of life, and had no liver com- 
plaint ; and so he was determined to double the Cape 
once again, ere he retired to the chimney corner for life. 
All he wished was, to pick up a few clever fellows for his 
regiment, or rather for his own company ; and as in all 
his travels he had never seen finer fellows than about 
Middlemas, he was willing to give them the preference 
in completing his levy. In fact, it was making men of 
them at once, for a few white faces never failed to strike 
terror into these black rascals ; and then, not to mention 
the good things that were going at the storming of a 
Pettah, or the plundering of a Pagoda, most of these 
tawny dog's carried so much treasure about their persons, 
that a won battle was cqual to a mine of gold to the 
victors. 

The natives of Middlemas listened to the noble Cap- 
tain’s marvels with different feelings, as their tempera- 
ments were saturnine or sanguine. But none could deny 
that such things had been; and, as the nafrator was 
known to be a bold dashing fellow, possessed of some 
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abilities, and, according to the general opinion, not 
likely to be withheld by any pcculiar scruples of con- 
science, there was no giving any good reason why 
liillary should not have been as successful as others in 
the field, which India, agitated as it was by war and 
intestine disorders, seemed to offer to every enterprising 
adventurer, He was accordingly received by his old 
acquaintances at Middlemas rather with the respect duc 
to his supposed wealth, than in a manner corresponding 
with his former humble pretensions, 

Some of the notables of the village did indeed kcep 
aloof. Among these, the chicf was Dr. Gray, who was 
an enemy to everything that approached to fanfaronade, 
and knew enough of the world to lay it down as a sort 
of gencral rule, that he who talks a great deal of fight- 
ing is seldom a brave soldier, and he who always speaks 
about wealth is seldom a rich man at bottom. Clerk 
lLawford was also shy, notwithstanding his communings 
with Hillary upon the subject of his intended purchase. 
The coolness of the Captain’s old employer towards him 
was by some supposed to arise out of certain circum- 
stances attending their former connection; but as the 
Clerk himself never explained what these were, it is 
unnecessary to make any conjectures upon the subject. 

Richard Middlemas very naturally renewed his inti- 
macy with his former comrade, and it was from Tillary’s 
conversation, that he had adopted the enthusiasm 
respecting India, which we have heard him express. 
It was indeed impossible for a youth, at once inex- 
perienced in the world, and possessed of a most sanguine 
disposition, to listen without sympathy to the glowing 
descriptions of Hillary, who, though only a recruiting 
captain, had all the eloquence of a recruiting sergeant. 
Palaces rose like mushrooms in his descriptions ; groves 
of lofty trees and aromatic shrubs unknown to the chilly 
soils of Europe, were tenanted by every object of the chase, 
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from the royal tiger down to the jackal. The luxuries 
of a natch, and the peculiar Oriental beauty of the en- 
chantresses who perfumed their voluptuous Eastern 
domes, for the pleasure of the haughty English conquerors, 
were no less attractive than the battles and sieges on which 
the Captain at other times expatiated. Nota stream did 
he mention but flowed over sands of gold, and not a 
palace that was inferior to those of the celebrated Fata 
Morgana. His descriptions seemed steeped in odours, 
and his every phrase perfumed in ottar of roses. The 
interviews at which these descriptions took place often 
cnded in a bottle of choicer wine than the Swan Inn 
afforded, with some other appendages of the table, which 
the Captain, who was 2 don-vivant, had procured from 
Edinburgh. From this good cheer Middlemas was 
doomed to retire to the homely evening meal of his 
master, where not all the simple beauties of Menie were 
able to overcome his disgust at the coarseness of the pro- 
visions, or his unwillingness to answer questions con- 
cerning the diseases of the wretched peasants who were 
subjected to his inspection. 

Richard's hopes of being acknowledged by his father 
had long since vanished, and the rough repulse and sub- 
sequent neglect on the part of Moncada had satisfied 
him that his grandfather was inexorable, and that neither 
then, nor at any future time, did he mean to realise the 
visions which Nurse Jamicson’s splendid figments had 
encouraged him to entertain, Ambition, however, was 
not Julled to sleep, though it was no longer nourished by 
the same hopes which had at first awakened it. The 
Indian Captain's lavish oratory supplied the themes which 
had been at first derived f1om the legends of the nur- 
sery ; the exploits of a Lawrence and a Clive, as well as 
the magnificent opportunities of acquiring wealth to which 
these exploits opened the road, disturbed the slumbers of 
the young adventurer. ‘There was nothing to counteract 
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these except his love for Menie Gray, and the engage- 
ments into which it had led him. But his addresses had 
been paid to Menie as much for the gratification of his 
vanity, as from any decided passion for that innocent 
and guileless being. He was desirous of carrying off 
the prize, for which Hartley, whom he never loved, had 
the courage to contend with him. Then Menie Cray 
had been beheld with admiration by men his superiors in 
rank and fortune, but with whom his ambition incited 
him to dispute the prize. No doubt, though urged to 
play the gallant at first rather from vanity than any other 
cause, the frankness and modesty with which his suit 
was admitted, made their natural impression on_ his 
heart. He was grateful to the beautiful creature, who 
acknowledged the superiority of his person and accom- 
plishments, and fancied himself as devotedly attached to 
her, as her personal charms and mental merits would 
have rendered any one who was less vain or selfish than 
her lover. Still his passion for the surgeon's daughter 
ought not, he prudentially determined, to bear more than 
its duc weight in a case so very important as the deter- 
mining his line of life ; and this he smoothed over to his 
conscience, by repeating ‘to himself, that Menie’s interest 
was as essentially concerned as his own, in postponing 
their marriage to the establishment of his fortune. How 
many young couples had been ruined by a premature 
union ! 

The contemptuous conduct of Hartley, in their last 
interview had done something to shake his comrade’s 
confidence in the truth of this reasoning, and to lead him 
to suspect that he was playing a very sordid and un- 
manly part, in trifling with the happiness of this amiable 
and unfortunate young woman. It was in this doubtful 
humour that he repaired to the Swan Inn, where he was 
anxiously expected by his friend the Captain, 

When they were comfortably seated over a bottle of 
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Paxarete, Middlemas began, with characteristical cau- 
tion, to sound his friend about the ease or difficulty with 
which an individual, desirous of entcring the Company's 
service, might have an opportunity of getting a commis- 
sion. If Hillary had answered truly, he would have 
replied that it was extremcly easy ; for, at that time, the 
cast India service presented no charms to that superior 
class of people who have since struggled for admittance 
under its banners. But the worthy Captain replied, 
that though, in the general case, it might be difficult for 
a young man to obtain a commission, without serving 
for some years as a cadet, yet, under his own protection, 
a young man entering his regiment, and fitted for such 
a situation, might be sure of an ensigncy, if not a lieu- 
tenancy, as soon as ever they set foot in India. ‘‘If 
you, my dear fellow,” continued he, extending his hand 
to Middlemas, ‘‘would think of changing sheep-head 
broth and haggis for mulagatawny and curry, I can only 
say, that though it is indispensable that you should enter 
the service at first simply as a cadet, yet, by —~, you 
should live like a brother on the passage with me; and 
no sooner were we through the surf at Madras, than I 
would put you in the way of acquiring both wealth and 
glory. You have, I think, some trifle of money—a 
couple of thousands or so?”’ 

‘* About a thousand or twelve hundred,” said Richard, 
affecting the indifference of his companion, but feeling 
privately humbled by the soantiness of his resources, 

‘‘It is quite as much as you will find necessary for 
the outfit and passage,"’ said his adviser ; ‘‘ and, indeed, 
if you had not a farthing, it would be the same thing ; 
for if I once say to afriend, I'll help you, Tom Hillary is 
not the man to start for fear of the cowries. However, 
it is as well you have something of a capital of your own 
to begin upon.” 

‘* Yes," replied the proselyte ; ‘‘ I should not like to be 
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a burden on any one. I have some thoughts, to tell you 
the truth, to marry before I leave Britain; and in that 
case, you know, cash will be necessary, whether my wife 
goes out with us, or remains behind, till she hear how 
luck goes with me. So, after all, I may have to borrow 
a few hundreds of you." 

‘* What the devil is that you say, Dick, about marry- 
ing and giving in marriage ?”’ replied his friend. ‘‘ What 
can put it into the head ofa gallant young fellow like 
you, just rising twenty-one, and six feet high on your 
stocking-soles, to make a slave of yourself for life? No, 
no, Dick, that will never do. Remember the old song, 


Pachelor Bluff, Bachelor Bluff, 
Hey for a heart that’s rugged and tough !” 


‘‘ Ay, ay, that sounds very well,” replied Middlemas ; 
‘*but then one must shake off a number of old recollec- 
tions.” 

‘*The sooner the better, Dick ; old recollections arc 
like old clothes, and should be sent off by wholesale ; 
they only take up room in one’s wardrobe, and it would 
be old-fashioned to wear them. But you look grave 
upon it. Who the devil is it that has made such a hole 
in your heart ?”’ 

‘*Pshaw !"" answered Middlemas; ‘‘I'm sure you 
must remember—Menie—my master's daughter.” 

‘What, Miss Green, the old pottercarrier’s daughter ? 
—a likely girl enough, 1 think.” 

‘‘My master is a surgeon,’ said Richard, ‘‘not an 
apothecary, and his name is Gray.” 

‘« Ay, ay, Green or Gray, what docs it signify? He 
selis his own drugs, I think, which we in the south call 
being a pottercarrier. ‘The girl is a likely girl enough for 
a Scottish ball-room. But is she up to anything? Has 
she any xnouz?” 

‘‘Why, she is a sensible girl, save in soving me,” 
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answered Richard ; ‘‘and that, as Benedict says, is no 
proof of her wisdom, and no great argument of her 
folly.” 

‘*But has she spirit—spunk—dash—a spice of the 
devil about her ?”’ 

‘‘Not a penny-weight—the kindest, simplest, and 
most manageable human beings,’ answered the lover. 

‘* She won't do, then," said the monitor, in a decisive 
tone. ‘‘I am sorry for it, Dick ; but she will never do. 
There are some women in the world that can bear their 
share in the bustling life we live in India—ay, and I 
have known some of them drag forward husbands that 
would otherwise have stuck fast in the mud till the day of 
judgment. Heaven knows how they paid the turnpikes 
they pushed them through! But these were none of 
your simple Susans, that think their eyes are good for 
nothing but to look at their husbands, or their fingers 
but™to sew baby-clothes. Depend on it, you must give 
up your matrimony, or your views of preferment. If 
you wilfully tie a clog round your throat, never think of 
running a race; but do not suppose that your breaking 
off with the lass will make any very terrible catastrophe. 
A scene there may be at parting ; but you will soon for- 
get her among thc native girls, and she will fall in love 
with Mr. Tapeitout, the minister’s assistant and succes- 
sor. She is not goods for the Indian market, I assure 
you.” 

Among the capricious weaknesses of humanity, that 
one is particularly remarkable which inclines us to esteem 
persons and things not by their real value, or even by our 
own judgment, so much as by the opinion of others, who 
are often very incompetent judges. Dick Middlemas had 
been urged forward, in his suit to Menie Gray, by his 
observing how much her partner, a booby laird, had 
been captivated by her ; and she was now lowered in his 
esteem, because an impudent, low-lived coxcomb, had 
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presumed to talk of her with disparagement. Either of 
these worthy gentlemen would have been as capable of 
enjoying the beauties of Homer, as judging of the merits 
of Menie Gray. 

Indeed, the ascendancy which this bold-talking, pro- 
mise-making soldier had acquired over Dick Middlemas, 
wilful as he was in general, was of a despotic nature; 
because the Captain, though greatly inferior in informa- 
tion and tulent to the youth whose opinions he swayed, 
had skill in suggesting those tempting views of rank and 
wealth, to which Richard's imagination had been from 
childhood most accessible. One promise he exacted 
from Middlemas, as a condition of the services which he 
was to render him—It was absolute silence on the sub- 
ject of his destination for India, and the views upon 
which it took place. ‘‘My recruits,” said the Captain, 
‘*have been all marched off for the depdt at the Isle of 
Wight ; and I want to leave Scotland, and particularly 
this little borough, without being worried to death, of 
which I must despair, should it come to be known that 
I can provide young griffins, as we call them, with com- 
missions. Gad, I should carry off ail the first-born of 
Middlemas as cadets, and none are so scrupulous as I 
am about making promises. Iam as trusty as a Trojan 
for that ; and you know I cannot do that for every one 
which I would for an old friend like Dick Middlemas.” 

Dick promised secrecy, and it was agreed that the two 
friends should not cven leave the borough in company, 
but that the Captain should set off first, and his recruit 
should join him at Edinburgh, where his enlistment 
might be attested ; and then they were to travel together 
to town, and arrange matters for their Indian voyage. 

Notwithstanding the definitive arrangement which was 
thus made for his departure, Middlemas thought from 
time to time with anxiety and regret about quitting 
Menie Gray, after the engagement which had passed 
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between them. The resolution was taken, however ; the 
blow was necessarily to be struck; and her ungrateful 
lover, long since determined against the life of domestic 
happiness, which he might have enjoyed had his views 
been better regulated, was now occupied with the means, 
not indeed of breaking off with her entirely, but of post- 
poning all thoughts of their union until the succcss of his 
expedition to India. 

He might have spared himself all anxiety on this last 
subject. ‘Che wealth of that India to which he was bound 
would not have bribed Menie Gray to have left her 
father’s roof against her father’s commands; still less 
when, deprived of his two assistants, he must be reduced 
to the necessity of continucd exertion in his declining 
life, and therefore might have accounted himself alto- 
gether deserted, had his daughter departed from him at 
the same time. But though it would have been her un- 
alterable determination not to accept any proposal of an 
immediate union of their fortunes, Menie could not, with 
all a lover's power of self-deception, succeed in *per- 
suading herself to be satisfied with Richard’s conduct 
towards her. Modesty, and a becoming pride, pre- 
vented her from seeming to notice, but could not prevent 
her from bitterly feeling, that her lover was preferring 
the pursuits of ambition to the humble lot which he 
might have shared with her, and which promised con- 
tent at least, if not wealth. 

‘If he had loved me as he pretended,” such was the 
unwilling conviction that rose on her mind, ‘‘ my father 
would surely not have ultimately refused him the same 
terms which he held out to Hartley. His objections 
would have given way to my happiness, nay, to Richard's 
importunities, which would have removed his suspicions 
of the unsettled cast of his disposition, But I fear—I 
fear Richard hardly thought the terms proposed were 
worthy of his acceptance. Would it not have been 
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natural, too, that he should have asked me, engaged as 
we stand to each other, to have united our fate before 
his quitting Europe, when I might either have remained 
here with my father, or accompanied him to India, in 
quest of that fortune which he is so eagerly pushing for? 
It would have been wrong-—very wrong—in me to have 
consented to such a proposal, unless my father had 
authorised it ; but surely it would have been natural that 
Richard should have offered it? Alas! men do not 
know how to love like women! ‘Their attachment is only 
one of a thousand other passions and predilections,— 
they are daily engaged in pleasures which blunt their 
feclings, and in business which distracts them. We—we 
sit at home to weep, and. to think how coldly our affec- 
tions are repaid!" 

The time was now arrived at which Richard Middle- 
mas had a right to demand the property vested in the 
hands of the ‘Town-Clerk and Dr. Gray. He did so, 
and received it accordingly. His late guardian naturally 
inquired what views he had formed in entering on hfe? 
‘The imagination of the ambitious aspirant saw in this 
simple question a desire, on the part of the worthy man, 
to offer, and perhaps press upon him, the same proposal 
which he had made to Hartley. He hastened, therefore, 
to answer dryly, that he had some hopes held out to him 
which he was not at liberty to communicate; but that 
the instant he reached London, he would write to the 
guardian of his youth, and acquaint him with the nature 
of his prospects, which, he was happy to say, were rather 
of a pleasing character. 

Gideon, who supposed that at this critical period of 
his life, the father or grandfather of the young man 
might perhaps have intimated a disposition to open 
some intercourse with him, only replied,—‘‘ You have 
been the child of mystery, Richard ; and as you came to 
me, so you leave me. Then, I was ignorant from 
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whence you came, and now, I know not whither you arc 
going. It is not, perhaps, a very favourable point in 
your horoscope, that everything connected with you is a 
secret. But as I shall always think with kindness on 
him whom I have known so long, so, when you remem- 
ber the old man, you ought not to forget that he has 
‘done his duty to you, to the extent of his means and 
power, and taught you that noble profession, by means 
of which, wherever your lot casts you, you may always 
gain your bread, and alleviate, at the same time, the 
distresses of your fellow-creatures.” Middlemas was 
excited by the simple kindness of his master, and poured 
forth his thanks with the greater profusion, that he was 
free from the terror of the emblematical collar and chain, 
which a moment before seemed to glisten in the hand of 
his guardian, and gape to enclose his neck. 

‘‘One word more,” said Mr. Gray, producing a small 
ring-case. ‘‘ This valuable ring was forced upon me by 
your unfortunate mother. I have no right to it, having 
been amply paid for my services ; and I only accepted it 
with the purpose of keeping it for you till this moment 
should arrive. It may be useful, perhaps, should there 
occur any question about your identity.” 

‘Thanks, once more, my more than father, for this 
precious relic, which may indeed be useful. You shall 
be repaid, if India has diamonds left." 

‘‘ India, and diamonds!" said Gray. ‘‘ Is your head 
turned, child ?”’ 

‘*T mean,” stammered Middlemas, ‘if London has 
any Indian diamonds.” 

‘*Pooh! you foolish lad,” answered Gray, ‘‘ how 
should you buy diamonds, or what should I do with 
them, if you gave me ever so many? Get you gone with 
you while I am angry.”—The tears were glistening in 
the old man’s eyes—‘‘ If I get pleased with you again, I 
shall not know how to part with you.” 
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The parting of Middlemas with poor Menie was yet 
more affecting. Her sorrow revived in his mind all the 
liveliness of a first love, and he redeemed his character 
for sincere attachment, by not onlv imploring an instant 
union, but even going so far as to propose renouncing | 
his more splendid prospects, and sharing Mr. Gray's 
humble toil, if by doing so he could secure his daughter's 
hand. But though there was consolation in this testi- 
mony of her lover's faith, Menie Gray was not so unwise 
as to accept of sacrifices which might afterwards have 
been repented of. 

‘‘No, Richard,” she said, ‘‘it seldom ends happily 
when people alter, in a moment of agitated feeling, 
plans which have been adopted under mature delibera- 
tion. I have long seen that your vicws were extended 
far beyond so humble a station as this place affords pro- 
misc of. It is natural they should do so, considering 
that the circumstances of your birth seemed connected 
with riches and with rank. Go, then, seek that riches 
and rank. It is possible your mind may be changed in 
the pursuit, and 1f so, think no more about Menie Gray. 
But if it should be otherwise, we may meet again, and 
do not believe for a moment that there can be a change 
in Menie Gray's feelings towards you.” 

At this interview much more was said than it is neces- 
sary to repeat, much more thought than wap actually 
said. Nurse Jamieson, in whose chamber it took place, 
folded her dazrns, as she called them, in her arms, and 
declared that Heaven had made them for each other, 
and that she would not ask of Heaven to live beyond the 
day when she should see them bridegroom and bride. 

At length it became necessary that the parting scene 
should end : and Richard Middlemas, mounting a horse 
which he had hired for the journey, set off for Edinburgh, 
to which metropolis he had already forwarded his heavy 
baggage. Upon the road the idca more than once oc- 
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curred to him, that even yet he had better return to 
Middlemas, and secure his happiness by uniting himself 
at once to Meniec Gray, and to humble competence, But 
from the moment that he rejoined his friend Hillary at 
their appointed place of rendezvous, he became ashamed 
even to hint at any change of purpose ; and his late ex- 
cited feelings were forgotten, unless in so far as they 
confirmed his resolution, that as soon as he had attained 
a certain portion of wealth and consequence, he would 
haste to share them with Menie Gray. Yet his gratitude 
to her father did not appear to have slumbered, if we 
may judge from the gift of a very handsome cornelian 
seal, set in gold, and bearing engraved upon it Gules, a 
lion rampant within a bordure Or, which was carefully 
despatched to Stevenlaw'’s Land, Middlemas, with a 
suitable letter. Menie knew the handwriting, and 
watched her father’s looks as he read it, thinking, per- 
haps, that it had turned ona different topic. Tier father 
pshawed and poohed a good deal when he had finished 
the billet, and examined the seal. 

‘* Dick Middiemas,” he said, ‘‘is but a fool after all, 
Menie. I am sure I am not like to forget him, that he 
should send me a token of remembrance; and if he 
would be so absurd, could he not have sent me the im- 
proved lithotomical apparatus? And what have I, 
Gideon Gray, to do with the arms of my Lord Gray? 
—No, no—my old silver stamp, with the double G 
upon it, will serve my turn—But put the bonnie dye 
away, Menie, my dear—it was kindly meant, at any 
rate." 

The reader cannot doubt that the seal was safely and 
carefully preserved. 
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CHAP. VI. 


A lazar-house tt scentcd, wherein were laid 
Numbers of all diseased. —-MiLTon. 


wy, F TER the Captain had finished his business, 
Yel! amongst which he did not forget to have his re- 
ie i cruit regularly attested as a candidate for glory 
in ais? service of the Honourable East India Company, 
the friends left Edinburgh. From thence they got a 
passage by sea to Newcastle, where Hillary had also 
some regimental affairs to transact before he joined his 
regiment. At Newcastle the Captain had the good Juck 
to find a small brig, commanded by an old acquaintance 
and schoolfellow, which was just about to sail for the Isle 
of Wight. ‘‘I have arranged for our passage with him,”’ 
he said to Middlemas—‘' for when you are at the depot, 
you can learn a little of your duty, which cannot be so 
well taught on board of ship, and then I will find it easier 
to have you promoted.” 

‘*Do you mean,” said Richard, ‘' that I am to stay at 
the Isle of Wight all the time that you are jigging it away 
in London?” 

‘‘Ay, indeed do I,” said his comrade, ‘‘and it’s best 
for you too; whatever business you have in London, I can 
do it for you as well, or something better than yourself.” 

‘*But I choose to transact my own business myself, 
Captain Hillary,” said Richard. 

‘*Then you ought to have remained your own master, 
Mr. Cadet Middlemas. At present you are an enlisted 
recruit of the Honourable East India Company ; I am 
your officer, and should you hesitate to follow me aboard, 
why, you foolish fellow, I could have you sent on board 
in handcuffs.” 

This was jestingly spoken, but yet there was some 
thing in the tone which hurt Middlemas's pride and 
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alarmed his fears. He had observed of late, that his 
friend, especially when in company of others, talked to 
him with an air of command or superiority, difficult 
to be endured, and yet so closely allied to the freedom 
often exercised betwixt two intimates, that he could not 
find any proper mode of rebuffing or resenting it. Such 
manifestations of authority were usually followed by an 
instant renewal of their intimacy; but in the present case 
that did not so speedily ensue. 

Middlemas, indeed, consented to go with his com- 
panion to the Isle of Wight, perhaps because, if he should 
quarrel with him, the whole plan of his Indian voyage, 
and all the hopes built upon it, must fall to the ground. 
But he altered his purpose of intrusting his comrade 
with his little fortune, to lay out as his occasions might 
require, and resolved himself to overlook the expenditure 
of his money, which, in the form of Bank of England 
notes, was safely deposited in his travelling trunk. Cap- 
tain Hillary, finding that some hint he had thrown out 
on this subject was disregarded, appeared to think no 
more about it. 

The voyage was performed with safety and celerity ; 
and having coasted the shores of that beautiful island, 
which he who once sees never forgets, through whatever 
part of the world his future path may lead him, the 
vessel was soon anchored off the little town of Ryde ; 
and, as the waves were uncommonly still, Richard felt 
the sickness diminish, which, for a considerable part of 
the passage, had occupied his attention more than any- 
thing else. 

The master of the brig, in honour to his passengers, 
and affection to his old schoolfellow, had formed an 
awning upon deck, and proposed to have the pleasure of 
giving them a little treat before they left his vessel. 
-Lobscous, sea-pie, and other delicacies of a naval descrip- 
tion, had been provided in a quantity far disproportionate 
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to the number of the guests. But the punch which suc- 
ceeded was of excellent quality, and portentously strong. 
Captain Hillary pushed it round, and insisted upon his 
companion taking his full share in the merry bout, the 
rather that, as he facetiously said, there had becn some 
dryness between them, which good liquor would be 
sovereign in removing. He renewed, with additional 
splendours, the various panoramic scenes of India and 
Indian adventures, which had first excited the ambition 
of Middlemas, and assured him, that even if he should 
not be able to get him a commission instantly, yet a 
short delay would only give him time to become better 
acquainted with his military duties ; and Middlemas was 
too much elevated by the liquor he had drunk to see 
any difficulty which could oppose itself to his fortunes. 
Whether those who shared in the compotation were 
more seasoned topers—whcether Middlemas drank more 
than they—or whether, as he himself afterwards sus- 
pected, his cup had been drugged, like those of King 
Duncan's body-guard, it is certain that, on this occasion, 
he passed, with unusual rapidity, through all the different 
phases of the respectable state of drunkenness—laughed, 
sung, whooped, and hallooed, was maudlin in his fond- 
ness, and frantic in his wrath, and at length fell intoa 
fast and imperturbable sleep. 

The effect of the liquor displayed itself, as usual, ina 
hundred wild dreams of parched deserts, and of serpents 
whose bite inflicted the most intolerable thirst—of the 
suffering of the Indian on the death-stake—and the tor- 
ments of the infernal regions themselves ; when at Icngth 
he awakened, and it appeared that the latter vision was 
in fact realised. The sounds which had at first influenced 
his dreams, and at Jength broken his slumbers, were of 
the most horrible, as well as the most melancholy de- 
scription. They came from the ranges of pallet-beds, 
which were closcly packed together in a species of muli- 
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tary hospital, where a burning fever was the prevalent 
complaint. Many of the patients were under the in- 
fluence of a high delirium, during which they shouted, 
shrieked, laughed, blasphemed, and uttered the most 
horrible imprecations. Others, sensible of their condi- 
tion, bewailed it with low groans, and some attempts at 
devotion, which showed their ignorance of the principles, 
and even the forms, of religion. Those who were con- 
valescent talked ribaldry in a loud tone, or whispered to 
each other in cant language, upon schemes which, as 
far as a passing phrase could be understood by a novice, 
had relation to violent and criminal exploits. 

Richard Middlemas’s astonishment was cqual to his 
horror. He had but one advantage over the poor 
wretches with whom he was classed, and it was in en- 
joying the luxury of a pallet to himsclf—most of the 
others being occupied by two unhappy beings. He saw 
no one who appeared to attend to the wants, or to heed 
the complaints of the wretches around him, or to whom 
he could offer any appeal against his present situation. 
He looked for his clothes, that he might arise and extri- 
cate himself from this den of horrors; but his clothes 
were nowhere to be seen, nor did he see his portmanteau, 
or sea-chest. It was much to be apprehended he would 
never see them more. 

Then, but too late, he remembered the insinuations 
which had passed current respecting his friend the Cap- 
tain, who was supposed to have been discharged by Mr. 
Lawford, on account of some breach of trust in the 
Town-Clerk’s service. But that he should have tre- 
panned the friend who had reposed his whole confidence 
in him—that he should have plundered him of his fortune, 
and placed him in this house of pestilence, with the hope 
that death might stifle his tongue—were iniquities not to 
have been anticipated, even if the worst of these reports 
were true. 
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But Middlemas resolved not to be awanting to hime 
self. ‘This place must be visited by some officer, military 
or medical, to whom he would make an appeal, and 
alarm his fears at least, if he could not awaken his con- 
science. While he revolved these distracting thoughts, 
tormented at the same time by a burning thirst which he 
had no means of satisfying, he endeavoured to discover 
if, amongst those stretched upon the pallets nearest him, 
he could not discern some one likely to enter into con- 
versation with him, and give him some information about 
the nature and customs of this horrid place. But the 
bed nearest him was occupied by two fellows, who, al- 
though, to judge from their gaunt cheeks, hollow eyes, 
and ghastly looks, they were apparently recovering from 
the disease, and just rescued from the jaws of death, 
were deeply engaged in endeavouring to cheat each 
other of a few halfpence at a game of cribbage, mixing 
the terms of the game with oaths not loud but deep ; 
éach turn of luck being hailed by the winner as well as 
the loser with execrations, which seemed designed to 
blight both body and soul, now uscd as the language of 
triumph, and now as reproaches against fortune. 

Next to the gamblers was a pallet, occupied indeed by 
two bodies, but only one of which was living—the other 
sufferer had been recently relieved from his agony. 

‘* He is dead—he is dead!” said the wretched survivor. 

‘*Then do you die too, and be d—d,” answered one 
of the players, ‘‘and then there will be a pair of you, as 
Pugg says.” 

‘‘T tell you he is growing stiff and cold,” said the poor 
wretch—‘' the dead is no bed-fellow for the living—For 
God's sake, help to rid me of the corpse.” 

‘* Ay, and get the credit of having done him—as may 
be the case with yourself, friend—for he had some two or 
three hoggs about him ’’—— 

‘*You know you took the last rap from his breeches- 
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pecket not an hour ago,” expostulated the poor con- 
valescent—‘‘ But help me to take the body out of the 
bed, and IJ will not tell the zigger-dudser that you have 
been beforehand with him.” 

‘* You tell the sigger-dudder /"" answered the cribbage- 
player. Such another word, and I will twist your head 
round till your eyes look at the drummer's handwriting 
on your back, Hold your peace, and don’t bother our 
game with your gammon, or | will make you as mute 
as your bedfcllow.”’ 

The unhappy wretch exhausted, sunk back beside his 
hideous companion, and the usual jargon of the game, 
interlarded with execrations, went on as before. 

From this specimen of the most obdurate indifference, 
contrasted with the last excess of misery, Middlemas be- 
came satisfied how little could be made of an appeal to 
the humanity of his fellow-sufferers. His heart sunk 
within him, and the thoughts of the happy and peaceful 
home, which he might have called his own, arose before 
his over-heated fancy, with a vividness of perception that 
bordered upon insanity. He saw before him the rivulet 
which wanders through the borough-muir of Middlemas, 
where he had so often sct little mills for the amusement of 
Menie while she was a child. One draught of it would 
have been worth all the diamonds of the East, which of 
late he had worshipped with such devotion; but that 
draught was denicd to him as to Tantalus. 

Rallying his senses from this passing illusion, and 
knowing enough of the practice of the medical art to be 
aware of the necessity of preventing his ideas from 
wandering if possible, he endeavoured to recollect that he 
was asurgeon, and, after all, should not have the extreme 
fear for the interior of a military hospital, which its 
horrors might inspire into strangers to the profession. 
But though he strove, by such recollections, to rally his 
Spirits, he was not the less aware of the difference be- 
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twixt the condition of a surgeon, who might have attended 
such a place in the course of his duty, and a poor in- 
habitz.:t, who was at once a patient and a prisoner. 

A footstep was now heard in the apartment, which 
seemed to silence all the varied sounds of woe that filled 
it. ‘The cribbage party hid their cards, and ceased their 
oaths ; other wretches, whose complaints had arisen to 
frenzy, left off their wild exclamations and entreaties 
for assistance. Agony softened her shriek, Insanity 
hushed its senseless clamours, and even Death seemed 
desirous to stifle his parting groan in the presence of 
Captain Seelencooper. This official was the superin- 
tendent, or, as the miserable inhabitants termed him, the 
Governor of the Hospital. He had all the air of having 
been originally a turnkey in some ill-regulated jail—a 
stout, short, bandy-legged man, with one eye, and a 
double portion of ferocity in that which remained. He 
wore an old-fashioned tarnished uniform, which did not 
seem to have been made for him ; and the voice in which 
this minister of humanity addressed the sick, was that of 
a boatswain shouting in the midst of a storm. He had 
pistols and a cutlass in his belt ; for his mode of ad- 
ministration being such as provoked even hospital patients 
to revolt, his life had been more than once in danger 
amongst them. He was followed by two assistants, who 
carried handcuffs and strait-jackcts. 

As Seelencooper made his rounds, complaint and pain 
were hushed, and the flourish of the bamboo, which he 
bore in his hand, seemed powerful as the wand of a 
magician to silence all complaint and remonstrance. 

‘‘T tell you the meat is as sweet as a nosegay—and 
for the bread, it’s good enough, and too good, for a set 
of lubbers, that lic shamming Abraham, and consuming 
the Right Honourable Company's victuals—I don't 
speak to them that are really sick, for God knows I am 
always for humanity.” 
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“If that be the case, sir,” said Richard Middlemas, 
whose lair the Captain had approached, while he was thus 
answering the low and humble complaints of those by 
whose bed-side he passed—‘‘ if that be the case, sir, I 
hope your humanity will make you attend to what I 
say.” 

‘*And who the devil are you?” said the Governor, 
turning on him his single eye of fire, while a sneer 
gathered on his harsh features, which were so weil 
qualified to express it. 

‘* My name is Middlemas—I come from Scotland, and 
have been sent here by some strange mistake. I am 
neither a private soldier, nor am I indisposed, more than 
by the heat of this cursed place.” 

‘¢ Why then, friend, all I have to ask you is, whether 
you are an attested recruit or not ?”’ 

‘‘T was attested at Edinburgh,” said Middlemas, 
“but "—— 

‘* But what the devil would you have then ?—you are 
enlisted—the Captain and the Doctor sent you here— 
surely they know best whether you are private or officer, 
sick or well.” 

‘‘ But I was promised,” said Middlemas, ‘‘ promised 
by Tom Hillary “—— 

‘‘ Promised, were you? Why, there is not a man here 
that has not been promised something by somebody or 
another, or perhaps has promised something to himself. 
This is the land of promise, my smart fellow, but you 
know it is India that must be the land of performance. 
So good morning ta you. The Doctor will come his 
rounds presently, and put you all to rights.” 

‘Stay, but one moment—one moment only—I have 
been robbed.” 

*‘ Robbed !| look you there now,’ said the Governor— 
‘‘everybody that comes here has been robbed.—I‘gad, I 
am the luckiest fellow in Europe—other people in my 
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line have only thieves and blackguards upon their hands ; 
but none come to my ken but honest, decent, unfortu- 
nate gentlemen, that have been robbed!” 

‘‘Take care how you treat this so lightly, sir,” said 
Middlemas; ‘‘I have been robbed of a thousand 
pounds.” 

Here Governor Seelencooper’s gravity was totally 
overcome, and his laugh was echoed by several of the 
patients, cither because they wished to curry favour with 
the superintendent, or from the fecling which influences 
evil spirits to rejoice in the tortures of those who are sent 
to share their agony. 

‘‘A thousand pounds!” exclaimed Captain Seclen- 
cooper, as he recovered his breath,—‘' Come, that’s a 
good one—I like a fellow that does not make two bites 
of a cherry—why, there is not a cull in the ken that pre- 
tends to have lost morc than a few hoggs, and here isa 
servant to the Honourable Company that has been 
robbed of a thousand pounds! Well done, Mr. Tom of 
Ten Thousand—you're a credit to the house, and to the 
service, and so good morning to you.” 

Hie passed on, and Richard, starting up in a storm of 
anger and despair, found, as he would have called after 
him, that his voice, betwixt thirst and agitation, refused 
its office. ‘‘ Water, water!" he said, laying hold, at the 
same time, of one of the assistants who followed Seelen- 
cooper, by the sleeve. The fellow looked carelessly 
round ; there was a jug stood by the side of the cribbage- 
players, which he reached to Middlemas ; bidding him, 
** Drink and be d—d.” 

The man’s back was no sooner turned, than the 
gamester threw himself from his own bed into that of 
Middlemas, and grasping firm hold of the arm of 
Richard, ere he could carry the vessel to his head, swore 
he should not have his booze. It may be readily con- 
jectured, that the pitcher thus anxiously and desperately 
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reclaimed, contained something better than the pure 
element. In fact, a large proportion of it was gin. The 
jug was broken in the struggle, and the liquor spilt. 
Middlemas dealt a blow to the assailant, which was 
amply and heartily repaid, and a combat would have 
ensued, but for the interference of the superintendent 
and his assistants, who, with a dexterity that showed 
them well acquainted with such emergencies, clapped a 
Strait-waistcoat upon each of theantagonists. Richard’s 
efforts at remonstrance only procured him a blow from 
Captain Seelencooper'’s rattan, and a tender admonition 
to hold his tongue, if he valued a whole skin. 

Irritated at once by sufferings of the mind and of the 
body, tormented by raging thirst, and by the sense of 
his own dreadful situation, the mind of Richard Middle- 
mas seemed to be on the point of becoming unsettled. 
Ile felt an insane desire to imitate and reply to the 
groans, oaths, and ribaldry, which, assoon as the super- 
intendent quitted the hospital, echoed around him. He 
ionged, though he struggled against the impulse, to vie 
in curses with the reprobate, and in screams with the 
maniac. But his tongue clove to the roof of his mouth, 
his mouth itself seemed choked with ashes; there came 
upon him a dimness of sight, a rushing sound in his 
cars, and the powers of life were for a time suspended. 


CHAP. VII. 


A wise physiciin, skill d our wounds to heal, 
ls more than armies to the cominon weal, 
Porr’s Homer. 


aS Middiemas returned to his senses, he was 

| sensible’ that his blood felt more cool ; that the 

feverish throb of his pulsation was diminished ; 

that the ligatures on his person were removed, and his 
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lungs performed thcir functions more freely. One 
assistant was binding up a vein, from which a consider- 
able quantity of blood had bcen taken ; another, who 
had just washed the face of the patient, was holding 
aromatic vinegar to his nostrils. As he began to open 
his eyes, the person who had just completed the band- 
age said in Latin, but in a very low tone, and without 
raising his head, ‘‘Annon sis Ricardus ille Middle- 
mas, ex civitate Middleinassiense? Responde in lingua 
Latina.”’ 

‘*Sum ile miserrimus,” replied Richard, again shut- 
ting his eyes ; for, strange as it may seem, the voice of 
his comrade Adam Hartley, though his presence might 
be of so much consequence in this emergency, conveyed 
a pang to his wounded pride. He was conscious of un- 
kindly, if not hostile, feelings towards his old com- 
panion ; he remembered the tone of superiority which he 
used to assume over him, and thus to lie stretched at his 
feet, and ina manner at his mercy, aggravated his dis- 
tress, by the feelings of the dying chieftain, ‘‘ Earl 
Percy sees my fall."’ ‘This was, however, too unreason- 
able an emotion to subsist above a minute. In the 
next, he availed himself of the Latin language, with 
which both were familiar (for in that time the 
medical studies at the celebrated University of Edin- 
burgh were, in a great measure, conducted in Latin), 
to tell in a few words his own folly and the villany of 
Hillary. 

‘‘I must be gone instantly,” said Hartley—‘' Take 
courage—lI trust to be able to assist you. In the mean- 
time, take food and physic from none but my servant, 
who you see holds the sponge in his hand. You areina 
place where a man's life has been taken for the sake of 
his gold sleeve-buttons.” 

‘Stay yet a moment,” said Middlemas—'' Let me 
remove this temptation from my dangerous neighbours.” 
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He drew a small packet from his under waistcoat, and 
put it into Hartley's hands. 

‘‘If I die,” be said, ‘‘be my heir. You deserve her 
better than J.”’ 

All answer was prevented by the hoarse voice of 
Seelencooper. 

‘* Well, Doctor, will you carry through your patient?” 

‘‘Symptoms are dubious yet," said the Doctor— 
‘That was an alarming swoon. You must have him 
carried into the private ward, and my young man shall 
attend him.”’ 

‘Why, if you command it, Doctor, needs must ; 
—but I can tell you there is a man we both know, that 
has a thousand reasons at least for keeping him in the 
public ward." 

‘‘I know nothing of your thousand reasons,” said 
Hartley ; ‘‘I can only tell you that this young fellow is 
as well-limbed and likely a lad as the Company have 
among their recruits. It is my business to save him for 
their service, and if he dies by your neglecting what I 
direct, depend upon it I will not allow the blame to lie 
at my door. I will tell the General the charge I have 
given you.” 

‘““The General!’ said Seelencooper, much embar- 
rassed—'‘‘ Tell the General ?—ay, about his health. But 
you will not say anything about what he may have said 
in his light-headed fits? My eyes! if you hsten to what 
feverish patients say when the tantivy is in their brain, 
your back will soon break with tale-bearing, for I will 
warrant you plenty of them to carry.” 

‘Captain Seelencooper,” said the Doctor, ‘‘ I do not 
meddle with your department in the hospital; my 
advice to you is, not to trouble yourself with mine. I 
suppose, as ] have a commission in the service, and 
have besides a regular diploma as a physician, 1 know 
when my patient is light-headed or otherwise. So do 
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you let the man be carefully looked after, at your 
peril.” 

Thus saying, he left the hospital, but not till, under 
pretext of again consulting the pulse, he pressed the 
patient's hand, as if to assure him once more of his 
exertions for his liberation. 

‘* My eyes!" muttered Seelencooper, ‘‘ this cockcrel 
crows gallant, to come from a Scotch roost; but I 
would know well enough how to fetch the youngster off 
the perch, if it were not for the cure he has done on the 
General's pickaninies.” 

Knough of this fell on Richard's ear to suggest hopes 
of deliverance, which were increased when he was shortly 
afterwards removed to a separate ward, a place much 
more decent in appearance, and inhabited only by two 
patients, who seemed petty officers. Although sensible 
that he had no illness, save that weakness which suc- 
ceeds violent agitation, he deemed it wisest to suffer 
himself still to be treated as a patient, in consideration 
that he should thus remain under his comrade’s super- 
intendence. Yet, while preparing to avail himself of 
Hartley’s good offices, the prevailing reflection of his 
secrct bosom was the ungrateful sentiment, ‘' Had 
Heaven no other means of saving me than by the hands 
of him I like least on the face of the earth?" 

Meanwhile, ignorant of the ungrateful sentiments of 
his comrade, and indeed wholly indifferent how he felt 
towards him, Hartley proceeded in doing him such 
service as was in his power, without any other object 
than the discharge of his own duty as a manandasa 
Christian, The manner in which he became qualified 
to render his comrade assistance requires some short 
explanation. 

Our story took place at a period when the Directors of 
the East India Company, with that hardy and persever- 
ing policy which has raised to such a height the British 
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Empire in the East, had determined to send a large re- 
inforcement of European troops to the support of their 
power in India, then threatened by the kingdom of 
Mysore, of which the celebrated Hyder Ali had usurped 
the government, after dethroning his master. Con- 
siderable difficulty was found in obtaining recruits for 
that service. ‘Those who might have been otherwise dis- 
posed to be soldiers, were afraid of the climate, and of 
the species of banishment which the engagement implied ; 
and doubted also how far the engagements of the Com- 
pany might be faithfully observed towards them, when 
they were removed from the protection of the British 
laws. For these and other reasons, the military service 
of the King was preferred, and that of the Company 
could only procure the worst recruits, although their 
zealous agents scrupled not to employ the worst means. 
Indeed, the practice of kidnapping, or crimping as it is 
technically called, was at that time general, whether for 
the colonies, or even for the King's troops; and as the 
agents employed in such transactions must be of course 
entirely unscrupulous, there was not only much villany 
committed in the direct prosecution of the trade, but it 
gave rise incidentally to remarkable cases of robbery, and 
even murder. Such atrocities were of course concealed 
from the authorities for whom the ievies were made, and 
the necessity of obtaining soldiers made men, whose 
conduct was otherwise unexceptionable, cold in looking 
closely into the mode in which their recruiting service 
was conducted. 

The principal depét of the troops which were by these 
means assembled was in the Isle of Wight, where, the 
season proving unhealthy, and the men themselves being 
many of them of a bad habit of body, a fever of a malig- 
nant character broke out amongst them, and speedily 
crowded with patients the military hospital, of which 
Mr. Secelencooper, himself an old and experienced crimp 
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and kidnapper, had obtained thc superintendence. 
Irregularities began to take place also among the soldiers 
who remaincd healthy, and the necessity of subjecting 
them to some discipline before they sailed was so evident, 
that several officers of the Company's naval service 
expressed their belief that otherwise there would be 
dangerous mutinies on the passage. 

To remedy the first of these evils, the Court of Direc- 
tors sent down to the island several of their medical 
servants, amongst whom was Hartley, whose qualifica- 
tions had been amply certified by a medical board, before 
which he had passed an cxamination, besides his pos- 
sessing a diploma from the University of Edinburgh as 
M.D. 

To enforce the discipline of their soldiers, the Court 
committed full power to one of their own body, Gencral 
Witherington. The General was an officer who had 
distinguished himself highly in their service. He had 
returned from India five or six years before, with a large 
fortune, which he had rendered much greater by an ad- 
vantageous marriage with a rich heiress. The General 
and his lady went little into society, but seemed to live 
entirely for their infant family, those in number being 
three, two boys and a girl. Although he had retired 
from the service, he willingly undertook the temporary 
charge committed to him, and taking a house at a con- 
siderable distance from the town of Ryde, he proceeded 
to enro} the troops into separate bodies, appoint officers 
of capacity to each, and by regular training and disci- 
pline, gradually to bring them into something resembling 
good order. He heard their complaints of ill usage in 
the articles of provisions and appointments, and did 
them upon all occasions the strictest justice, save that 
he was never known to restore one recruit to his freedom 
from the service, however unfairly or even illegally his 
attestation might have been obtained. 
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‘* It is none of my business,” said General Withering- 
ton, ‘‘ how you became soldiers,—soldiers I found you, 
and soldiers I will leave you. But I will take especial 
care, that as soldiers you shall have everything, to a 
penny ora pin’s head, that you are justly entitled to.” 
He went to work without fear or favour, reported many 
abuses to the Board of Directors, had several officers, 
commissaries, etc., removed froin the service, and made 
his name as great a terror to the peculators at home, as 
it had been to the enemies of Britain in Hindostan. 

Captain Seelencooper, and his associates in the hos- 
pital department, heard and trembled, fearing that their 
turn should come next ; but the General, who elsewhere 
examined all with his own eyes, showed a reluctance to 
visit the hospital in person. Public report industriously 
imputed this to fear of infection. Such was certainly 
the motive ; though it was not fear for his own safety 
that influenced General Witherington, but he dreaded 
lest he should carry the infection home to the nursery, 
on which he doated. ‘The alarm of his lady was yct 
more unreasonably sensitive ; she would scarcely suffer 
the children to walk abroad, if the wind but blew from 
the quarter where the hospital was situated. 

But Providence baffles the precautions of mortals. In 
a walk across the fields, chosen as the most sheltered 
und sequestered, the children, with their train of Eastern 
and European attendants, met a woman who carrieda 
child that was recovering from the small-pox. The 
anxiety of the father, joined to some religious scruples 
on the mother’s part, had postponed inoculation, which 
was then scarcely come into general use. ‘The infection 
caught like a quick-match, and ran like wildfire through 
all those in the family who had not previously had the 
disease. One of the General's children, the second boy, 
died, and two of the Ayas, or black female servants, had 
the same fate. The hearts of the father and mother 
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would have been broken for the child they had lost, had 
not their grief been suspended by anxiety for the fate of 
those who lived, and who were confessed to be in immi- 
nent danger. They were like persons distracted, as 
the symptoms of the poor patients seemed gradually to 
resemble more nearly that of the child already lost. 

While the parents were in this agony of apprehension, 
the General's principal servant, a native of Northumber- 
land like hin s:lf, informed him one morning that there 
was a young man from the same county among the hos- 
pital doctors, who had publicly blamed the mode of 
treatment observed towards the patients, and spoken 
of another which he had seen practised with eminent 
Success, 

‘Some impudent quack,” said the General, ‘‘ who 
would force himself into business by bold assertions. 
Dr. ‘Tourniquet and Dr. Lancelot are men of high 
reputation.” 

‘‘Do not mention their reputation,” said the mother, 
with a mother’s impatience ; ‘‘ did they not let my sweet 
Reuben dic? What avails the reputation of the physi- 
cian, when the patient perisheth ?”’ 

‘‘If his honour would but see Dr. Hartley,” said 
Winter, turning half towards the lady, and then turning 
back again to his master. ‘‘ He is a very decent young 
man, who, Iam sure, never expected what he said to 
reach your honour’s ears ;—and he is a native of North- 
umberland.”’ 

‘* Send a servant with a led horse,” said the Gencral ; 
‘let the young man come hither instantly.” 

It is well known, that the ancient mode of treating 
the small-pox was to refuse to the patient everything 
which Nature urged him to desire; and, in particular, 
to confine him to heated rooms, beds loaded with 
blankets, and spiced wine, when Nature called for cold 
water and fresh air. A different mode of treatment had 
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of late been adventured upon by some practitioners, who 
preferred reason to authority, and Gideon Gray had fol- 
lowed it for several years with extraordinary success. 

When General Withcrington saw Hartley, he was 
Startled at his youth ; but when he heard him modestly, 
but with confidence, state the difference of the two 
modes of treatment, and the r2tionale of his practice, he 
listened with the most serious attention. So did his 
lady, her streaming eyes turning from Hartley to her 
husband, as if to watch what impression the arguments 
of the former were making upon the latter. General 
Witherington was silent for a few minutes after Hartley 
had finished his exposition, and seemed buried in pro- 
found reflection. ‘‘’To treat a fever,”’ he said, ‘‘in a 
manner which tends to produce one, seems indeed to be 
adding fuel to fire.” 

‘It is—it is,” said the lady. ‘‘ Jet us trust this 
young man, General Witherington. We shall at least 
give our darlings the comforts of the fresh air and cold 
water, for which they are pining.” 

But the General remained undccided. ‘‘ Your reason- 
ing,” he said to Hartley, ‘‘secms plausible ; but still it 
is only hypothesis. What can you show to support 
your theory, in opposition to the general practice ?” 

‘“My own observation,” repiied the young man, 
‘‘ Here is a memorandum-book of medical cases which 
I have witnessed. It contains twenty cases of small- 
pox, of which eighteen were recoveries.” 

‘* And the two others?” said the General. 

‘Terminated fatally,”” replied Hartley; ‘‘we can as 
yet but partially disarm this scourge of the human race.” 

‘'Young man,’ continued the General, ‘‘were I to 
say that a thousand gold mohrs were yours in case my 
children live under your treatment, what have you to 
peril in exchange ?”’ 

‘" My reputation,’’ answered Hartley firmly. 


THE SURGEON’S DAUGHTER. 

** And you could warrant on your reputation the re- 
covery of your patients ?”’ 

‘‘ God forbid I should be presumptuous! But I think 
I could warrant my using those means, which, with 
God's blessing, afford the fairest chance of a favourable 
result.” 

‘‘Knough—you are modest and sensible, as well as 
bold, and I will trust you.” 

The lady, on whom Hartley's words and manner had 
made a great impression, and who was eager to discon- 
tinue a mode of treatment which subjected the patients 
to the greatest pain and privation, and had already 
proved unfortunate, eagerly acquiesced, and Hartley 
was placed in full authority in the sick-room. 

Windows were thrown open, fires reduced or discon- 
tinued, loads of bed-clothes removed, cooling drinks 
superseded mulled wine and spices. The sick-nurses 
cried out murder. Doctors Tourniquet and Lancelot 
retired in disgust, menacing something hke a general 
pestilence, in vengeance of what they termed rebellion 
against the neglect of the aphorisms of Hippocrates. 
Hartley proceeded quietly and steadily, and the patients 
got into a fair road of recovery. 

‘The young Northumbrian was neither conceited nor 
artful ; yet, with all his plainness of character, he could 
not but know the influence which a successful physician 
obtains over the parents of the children whom he has 
saved from the grave, and especially before the cure is 
actually completed. He resolved to use his influence in 
behalf of his old companion, trusting that the military 
tenacity of General Witherington would give way on 
consideration of the obligation so lately conferred upon 
him. 

On his way to the General’s house, which was at 
present his constant place of residence, he examined the 
packet which Middlemas had put into his hand. It con- 
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tained the picture of Menie Gray, plainly set, and the 
ring with brilliants, which Dr. Gray had given to Richard, 
as his mother’s last gift. The first of these tokens ex- 
tracted from honest Hartley a sigh, perhaps a tear, of 
sad remembrance. ‘‘I fear,’’ he said, ‘‘ she has not 
chosen worthily ; but she shall be happy, if I can make 
her so.” _* 

Arrived at the residence of General Witherington, 
our Doctor went first to the sick apartment, and then 
carried to their parents the delightful account, that the 
recovery of the children might be considered as certain. 

‘May the God of Isracl bless thee, young man!” 
said the lady, trembling with emotion; ‘‘thou hast 
wiped the tear from the eye of the despairing mother. 
And yet—alas! alas! still it must flow when I think of 
my cherub Reuben.—Oh! Mr. Hartley, why did we not 
know you a week sooner ?—my darling had not then 
died.”’ 

‘‘God gives and takes away, my lady,” answered 
Hartley ; ‘‘and you must remember that two are re- 
stored to you out of three. It is far from certain, 
that the treatment I have used towards the convales- 
cents would have brought through their brother; for 
the case, as reported to me, was of a very inveterate 
description.” 

‘* Doctor, ’’ said Witherington, his voice testifying more 
emotion than he usually or willingly gave way to, ‘' you 
can comfort the sick in spirit as well as the sick in body. 
But it is time we settle our wager. You betted your 
reputation, which remains with you, increased by all the 
credit due to your eiisinent success, against a thousand 
gold mohrs, the value of which you will find in that 
pocketbook.” 

‘‘General Witherington,” said Hartley, ‘‘you are 
wealthy, and entitled to be generous—I am poor, and 
not entitled to decline whatever may be, even in a liberal 
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sense, a compensation for my professional attendance. 
But there is a bound to extravagance, both in giving 
and accepting ; and I must not hazard the newly acquired 
reputation with which you flatter me, by giving room to 
have it said that I fleeced the parents, when their feel- 
ings were all afloat with anxiety for their children.— 
Allow me to divide this large sum; one half I will 
thankfully retain as a most hberal recompense for my 
labour ; and if you still think you owe me anything, let 
me have it in the advantage of your good opinion and 
countenance.” 

‘‘T€ I acquiesce in your proposal, Dr. Hartley,’’ said 
the General, reluctantly receiving back a part of the 
contents of the pocketbook, ‘‘it is because I hope to 
serve you with my interest, even better than with my 
purse."’ 

‘‘ And indeed, sir,”’ replied Hartley, ‘‘ it was upon your 
interest that I am just about to make a small claim.” 

The General and his lady spoke both in the same 
breath, to assure him his boon was granted before 
asked. 

‘I am not so sure of that,’ said Hartley; ‘‘for it 
respects a point on which I have heard say that your 
Excejlency is rather inflexible—the discharge of a 
recruit.”’ 

‘*My duty makes me so,” replied the General—‘‘ You 
know the sort of fellows that we are obliged to content 
ourselves with—they get drunk—grow pot-valiant—enlist 
over-night, and repent next morning. If I am to dismiss 
all those who pretend to have been trepanned, we should 
have few volunteers remain behind. Every one has some 
idle story of the promises of a swaggering Sergeant Kite 
—It is impossible to attend to them. But let me hear 
yours, however.” 

‘‘Mine is a very singular case. The party has been 
robbed of a thousand pounds.” 
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“‘A recruit for this service possessing a thousand 
pounds! My dear Doctor, depend upon it, the fellow 
has guiled you. Bless my heart, would a man who 
had a thousand pounds think of enlisting as a private 
sentinel?” 

‘‘He had no such thoughts,” answered Hartley. ‘‘He 
was persuaded by the rogue whom he trusted that he was 
to have a commission.” 

‘Then his friend must have been Tom Hillary, or 
the devil; for no other could possess so much cunning 
and impudence. He will certainly find his way to the 
gallows at last. Still this story of the thousand pounds 
seems a touch even beyond ‘Tom Hillary. What reason 
have you to think that this fellow ever had such a sum of 
money?” 

‘‘T have the best reason to know it for certain,” an- 
swered Hartley; ‘‘he and I served our time together, 
under the same excellent master ; and when he came of 
age, not liking the profession which he had studied, and 
obtaining possession of his little fortune, he was deceived 
by the promises of this same Hillary.” 

‘*Who has had him locked up in our well-ordered 
hospital yonder?” said the Gencral. 

‘* Even so, please your Excellency,” replied Hartley ; 
‘not, I think, to cure him of any complaint, but to give 
him the opportunity of catching one, which would silence 
all inquiries.” 

‘‘The matter shall be closely looked into. But how 
miserably careless the young man’s friends must have 
been to let a raw lad go into the world with such a com- 
panion and guide as Tom Hillary, and such a sum as a 
thousand pounds in his pocket. is‘parents had better 
have knocked him on the head. It certainly was not 
done like canny Northumberland, as my servant Winter 
calls it.” 

‘The youth must indeed have had strangely hard- 
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hearted or careless parents,” said Mrs. Witherington, in 
accents of pity. 

‘‘ He never knew them, madam,” said Hartley, ‘‘there 
was a mystery on the score of his birth. A cold, unwil- 
ling, and almost unknown hand, dealt him out his por- 
tion when he came of lawful age, and he was pushed 
into the world like a bark forced from shore, without 
rudder, compass, or pilot.” 

Here General Witherington involuntarily looked to his 
lady, while, guided by a similar impulse, her looks were 
turned upon him. They exchanged a momentary glance 
of deep and peculiar meaning, and then the eyes of both 
were fixed on the ground. 

‘‘Were you brought up in Scotland?” said the lady, 
addressing herself, in a faltering voice, to Hartley— 
‘* And what was your master’s name?” 

‘‘I served my apprenticeship with Mr. Gideon Gray, 
of the town of Middlemas,”’ said Hartley. 

‘* Middlemas ! Gray !”" repeated the lady, and fainted 
away. 

Hartley offered the succours of his profession; the 
husband flew to support her head, and the instant that 
Mrs. Witherington began to recover, he whispered to 
her, in a tone betwixt entreaty and warning, ‘' Zilia, 
beware—beware !" 

Some imperfect sounds, which she had began to frame, 
died away upon her tongue. 

‘* Let me assist you to your dressing-room, my love,” 
said her obviously anxious husband. 

She arose with the action of an automaton, which 
moves at the touch of a spring, and half hanging 
upon her husband, half dragging herself on by her 
own efforts, had nearly reached the door of the room, 
when Hartley, following, asked if he could be of any 
service. 

‘* No, sir,’ said the General, sternly; ‘‘ this is no case 
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for a stranger's interference , when you are wanted I will 
send for you.” 

Hartley stepped back on receiving a rebuff in a tone so 
different from that which General Witherington had 
used towards him in their previous intercourse, and felt 
disposed, for the first time, to give credit to public 
report, which assigned to that gentleman, with several 
good qualities, the character of a very proud and haughty 
man. Hitherto, he thought, I have seen him tamed by 
sorrow and anxiety ; now the mind is regaining its natural 
tension. But he must in decency interest himself for this 
unhappy Middlemas. 

The General returned into the apartment a minute or 
two afterwards, and addressed Hartley in his usual tone 
of politeness, though apparently still under great embar- 
rassment, which he in vain endeavoured to conceal. 

‘Mrs. Witherington is better,” he said, ‘‘and will 
be glad to see you before dinner. You dine with us, I 
hope?” 

Hartley bowed. 

‘Mrs. Witherington is rather subject to this sort of 
nervous fits, and she has been much harassed of late by 
grief and apprehension. When she recovers from them, 
it is a few minutes before she can collect her ideas, and 
during such intervals—to speak very confidentially to 
you, my dear Dr. Hartley—she speaks sometimes about 
imaginary events which have never happened, and some- 
times about distressing occurrences in an early period 
of life. I am not, therefore, willing that any one but 
myself, or her old attendant Mrs. Lopez, should be with 
her on such occasions.” 

Hartley admitted that a certain degree of light-headed- 
ness was often the consequence of nervous fits. 

The General proceeded. ‘‘As to this young man-— 
this friend of yours—this Richard Middlemas—did you 
not call him so?” 
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**Not that I recollect,” answered Hartley ; ‘‘ but your 
Excellency has hit upon his name.” 

‘‘That is odd enough—Certainly you said something 
about Middlemas?”’ replied General Witherington. 

‘‘I mentioned the name of the town,” said Hartley. 

‘* Ay, and I caught it upas the name of the recruit—I 
was indeed occupied at the moment by my anxiety about 
my wife. But this Middlemas, since such is his name, 
is a wild young fellow, I suppose?” 

‘*T should do him wrong to say so, your Excclliency. 
He may have had his follies like other young men; but 
his conduct has, so faras I know, been respectable ; but, 
considering we lived in the same house, we were not very 
intimate.” 

‘‘That is bad—I should have liked him—that is—it 
would have been happy for him to have had a friend 
like you. But I suppose you studied too hard for him. 
He would be a soldier, ha? Is he good-looking?” 

‘‘Remarkably so,” replied Hartley ; ‘‘and has a very 
prepossessing manner.” 

‘*Is his complexion dark or fair ?"’ asked the General. 

‘* Rather uncommonly dark,” said Hartley,—‘‘ darker, 
if I may use the freedom, than your Excellency’s,”’ 

‘‘ Nay, then, he must be a black ouzel indeed !— Does 
he understand languages ?” 

‘* Latin and French tolerably well.” 

‘‘ Of course he cannot fence or dance ?” 

‘* Pardon me, sir, I am no great judge; but Richard 
is reckoned to do both with uncommon skill.”’ 

‘‘ Indeed !—Sum this up, and it sounds well. Hand- 
some, accomplished in exercises, moderately learned, 
perfectly well bred, not unreasonably wild. All this comes 
too high for the situation of a private sentinel. He must 
have a commission |)octor—entirely for your sake.” 

‘* Your Jexcellency 1s generous.” 

‘‘TIt shall be so; and I will find means to make Tom 
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Hillary disgorge his plunder, unless he prefers being 
hanged, a fate he has long deserved. You cannot go 
back to the Hospital to-day. You dine with us, and you 
know Mrs. Witherington’s fears of infection; but to- 
morrow find out your fnend. Winter shall see him 
equipped with everything needful. Tom Hillary shall 
repay advances, you know ; and he must be off with the 
first detachment of the rccruits, in the Middlesex India- 
man, which sails from the Downs on Monday fortnight ; 
that 1s, if you think him fit for the voyage. I dare say 
the poor fellow 1s sick of the Isle of Wight.” 

‘Your Excellency will permit the young man to pay 
his respects to you before his departure?” 

‘*To what purpose, sir?’ said the General, hastily 
and peremptorily ; but instantly added, ‘‘ You are right 
—I should like to see him. Winter shall let him hnow 
the time, and take horses to fetch him hither. But he 
must have been out of the Hospital for a day or two, so 
the sooner you can set him at liberty the better. In the 
meantime, take him to your own lodgings, Doctor ; and 
do not !et him form any intimacies with the ofhcers, or 
any others, in this place, where he may hight on another 
Hillary.” 

Had Hartley been as well acquainted as the reader 
with the circumstances of young Middlemas'’s birth, he 
might have drawn decisive conclusions from the be- 
haviour of General Witherington, while his comrade was 
the topic of conversation, But as Mr Gray and Middle- 
mas himself were both silent on the subject, he knew 
little of it but from general report, which his curiosity 
had never induced him to scrutinise minutely. Never- 
theless, what he did apprehend interested him so much, 
that he resolved upon trying a little experiment, in whicn 
he thought there could be no great harm. He placed on 
his finger the remarkable ring entrusted to his care by 
Richard Middlemas, and endeavoured to make it con- 
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spicuous in approaching Mrs. Witherington; taking 
care, however, that this occurred during her husband's 
absence. Her eyes had no sooner caught a sight of the 
gem, than they became riveted to it, and she begged a 
nearer sight of it, as strongly resembling one which she 
had given toa friend. Taking the ring from his finger, 
and placing it in her emaciated hand, Hartley informed 
her it was the property of a friend in whom he had just 
been endeavouring to interest the General. Mrs. 
Witherington retired in great emotion, but next day 
summoned Hartley to a private interview, the particulars 
of which, so far as are necessary to be known, shall be 
afterwards related. 

On the succeeding day after these important dis- 
coveries, Middlemas, to his great delight, was rescued 
from his seclusion in the Hospital, and transferred to his 
comrade’s lodgings in the town of Ryde, of which 
Hartley himself was a rare inmate ; the anxiety of Mrs. 
Witherington detaining him at the General's house, long 
after his medical attendance might have been dispensed 
with. 

Within two or three days a commission arrived for 
Richard Middlemas, as a lieutenant in the service of the 
East India Company. Winter, by his master's orders, 
put the wardrobe of the young officer on a suitable foot- 
ing ; while Middlemas, enchanted at finding himself at 
once emancipated from his late dreadful difficulties, and 
placed under the protection of a man of such importance 
as the Gencral, obeyed implicitly the hints transmitted 
to him by Hartley, and enforced by Winter, and 
abstained from going into public, or forming acquaint- 
ances with any one. Even Hartley himself he saw 
seldom ; and, deep as were his obligations, he did not 
perhaps greatly regret the absence of one whose pre- 
sence ilways affected him with a sense of humiliation 
and abasement. 
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CHAP. VIII. 


@ HE evening before he was to sail for the Downs, 
Mn) Where the Middlesex lay ready to weigh anchor, 
B the new lieutenant was summoned by Winter to 
attend him to the General's residence, for the purpose of 
being introduced to his patron, to thank him at once, 
and to bid him farewell. On the road, the old man 
took the liberty of schooling his companion concerning 
the respect which he ought to pay to his master, ‘‘ who 
was, though a kind and generous man as ever came from 
Northumberland, extremely rigid in punctiliously exact- 

ing the degree of honour which was his due.” 

While they were advancing towards the house, the 
Gencral and his wife expected their arrival with breath- 
less anxiety. They were scated in a superb dfawing- 
room, the Gencral behind a large chandelier, which, 
shaded opposite his face, threw all the light to the other 
side of the table, so that he could observe any person 
placed there, without becoming the subject of observa- 
tion in turn, On a heap of cushions, wrapped in a 
glittering drapery of gold and silver muslins, mingled 
with shawls, a luxury which was then a novelty in 
Europe, sate, or rather reclined, his lady, who, past the 
full meridian of beauty, retained charms enough to dis- 
tinguish her as one who had been formerly a very fine 
woman, though her mind seemed occupied by ne 
deepest emotion. 

‘« Zilia,” said her husband, ‘‘ you are unable for isk 
you have undertaken—take my advice—retire—you shall 
know all and everything that passes—but retire. To 
what purpose should you cling to the idle wish of be- 
holding for a moment a being whom you can never again 
look upon?” 

‘¢ Alas !"’ answered the lady, ‘‘ and is not your declara- 
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tion that I shall never see him more, a sufficient reason 
that I should wish to see him now—should wish to im- 
print on my memory the features and the form which I 
am never again to behold while we are in the body ? 
Do not, my Richard, be more cruel than was my poor 
father, even when his wrath was in its bitterness. He 
let me look upon my infant, and its cherub face dwelt 
with me, and was my comfort, among the years of un- 
utterable sorrow in which my youth wore away.” 

‘‘It is enough, Zilia—you have desired this boon—I 
have granted it—and, at whatever risk, my promise shall 
be kept. But think how much depends on this fatal 
secret—your rank and estimation in society—my honour 
interested that that estimation should remain uninjured. 
Zilia, the moment that the promulgation of such a 
secret gives prudes and scandal-mongers a right to treat 
you with scorn, will be fraught with unutterable misery, 
perhaps with bloodshed and death, should a man dare 
to take up the rumour.” 

‘*You shall be obeyed, my husband,” answered Zilia, 
‘‘in all that the frailness of nature will permit. But oh, 
God of my fathers, of what clay hast thou fashioned us 
poor mortals, who dread so much the shame which 
follows sin, yet repent so little for the sin itself!" Ina 
minute afterwards steps were heard—the door opened— 
Winter announced J.ieutenant Middlemas, and the un- 
conscious son stood before his parents. 

Witherington started involuntarily up, but immediately 
constrained himself to assume the easy deportment with 
which a superior reccives a dependant, and which, in 
his own case, was usually mingled with a certain degree 
of hauteur. The mother had less command of herself. 
She, too, sprang up, as if with the intention of throwing 
herself on the neck of her son, for whom she had 
travailed and sorrowed. But the warning glance of her 
husband arrested her as if by magic, and she remained 
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Standing, with her beautiful head and neck somewhat 
advanced, her hands clasped together, and extended for- 
ward in the attitude of motion, but motionless, neverthe- 
less, as a marble statue, to which the sculptor has given 
all the appearance of life, but cannot impart its powers. 
So strange a gesture and posture might have excited the 
young officer's surprise ; but the lady stood in the shade, 
and he was so intent in looking upon his patron, that 
he was scarce even conscious of Mrs. Witherington’s 
presence. 

‘‘I_ am happy in this opportunity,” said Middlemas, 
observing that the General did not speak, ‘‘ to return my 
thanks to General Witherington, to whom they never 
can be sufficiently paid." 

The sound of his voice, though uttering words so in- 
different, seemed to dissolve the charm which kept his 
mother motionless. She sighed deeply, relaxed the 
rigidity of her posture, and sunk back on the cushions 
from which she had started up. Middlemas turned a 
look towards her at the sound of the sigh, and the 
rustling of her drapery. ‘The General hastened to 
speak. 

‘*My wife, Mr. Middlemas, has been unwell of late— 
your friend, Mr. Hartley, might mention it to you—an 
affection of the nerves.’ 

Mr. Middlemas was, of course, sorry and concerned. 

‘*We have had distress in our family, Mr. Middlemas, 
from the ultimate and heart-breaking consequences of 
which we have escaped by the skill of your friend, Mr. 
Hartley. We will be happy if it is in our power to repay 
apart of our obligations in services to his friend and 
protégé, Mr. Middlemas.” 

‘‘T am only acknowledged as és protégé, then,” 
thought Richard; but he sazd, ‘‘ Every one must envy 
his friend in having had the distinguished good fortune to 
be of use to General Witherington and his family.” 
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**You have received your commission, I presume. 
Have you any particular wish or desire respecting your 
destination ?”’ 

‘‘No, may it please your Excellency,” answered 
Middlemas. ‘‘I suppose Hartley would tell your Ex- 
cellency my unhappy state—that I am an orphan, 
deserted by the parents who cast me on the wide world, 
an outcast about whom nobody knows or cares, except 
to desire that I should wander far enough, and live ob- 
scurely enough, not to disgrace them by thcir connection 
with me.” 

Zilia wrung her hands as he spoke, and drew her 
muslin veil closely around her head, as if to exclude the 
sounds which excited her mental agony. 

‘‘Mr. Hartley was not particularly communicative 
about your affairs,’’ said the General; ‘‘nor do I wish 
to give you the pain of entering into them. What I 
desire to know is, if you are pleased with your destina- 
tion to Madras?” 

‘' Perfectly, please your Excellency—anywhere, so that 
there is no chance of meeting the villain Hillary.” 

‘Oh! Hillary’s services are too necessary in the pur- 
licus of Saint Giles's, the Lowlights of Newcastle, and 
such like places, where human carrion can be picked up, 
to be permitted to go to India. However, to show you 
the knave has some grace, there are the notes of which 
you were robbed. You will find them the very same 
paper which you lost, except a small sum which the 
rogue had spent, but which a friend has made up, in 
compassion for your sufferings.”” Richard Middlemas 
sunk on one knee, and kissed the hand which restored him 
to independence. 

‘* Pshaw !" said the General, ‘‘ you are a silly young 
man ;"’ but he withdrew not his hand from his caresses, 
This was one of the occasions on which Dick Middlemas 
could be oratorical. 
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‘‘O, my more than father,’’ he said, ‘‘how much 
greater a debt do I owe to you than to the unnatural 
parents who brought me into this world by their sin, and 
deserted me through their cruelty !"’ 

Zilia, as she heard these cutting words, flung back her 
veil, raising it on both hands till it floated behind her 
like a mist, and then, giving a faint groan, sunk down in 
a swoon. Pushing Middlemas from him with a hasty 
movement, General Witherington flew to his lady's as- 
sistance, and carried her in his arms, as if she had been 
a child, into the anteroom, where an old servant waited 
with the means of restoring suspended animation, which 
the unhappy husband too truly anticipated might be 
useful. ‘These were hastily employed, and succecded in 
calling the sufferer to life, but in a state of mental emo- 
tion that was dreadful. 

Her mind was obviously impressed by the last words 
which her son had uttered.—‘‘ Did you hear him, 
Richard ?”’ she exclaimed, in accents terribly loud, con- 
sidering the exhausted state of her strength—“' Did you 
hear the words? It was Heaven speaking our condem- 
nation by the voice of our own child. But do not fear, 
my Richard, do not weep! I will answer the thunder of 
Heaven with its own music.” 

Shg fiew to a harpsichord which stood in the room, 
and, while the servant and master gazed on each other 
as if doubting whether her senses were about to leave her 
entirely, she wandered over the keys, producing a wil- 
derness of harmony, composed of passages recalled by 
memory, or combined by her own musical talent, until 
at length her voice and instrument united in one of those 
magnificent hymns in which her youth had praised her 
Maker, with voice and harp, like the Royal Hebrew who 
composed it. The tear ebbed insensibly from the eyes 
which she turned upwards—her vocal tones, combining 
with those of the instrument, rose to a pitch of brilliancy 
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seldom attained by the most distinguished performers, 
and then sunk into a dying cadence, which fell, never 
again to rise,—for the songstress had died with her 
strain. 

The horror of the distracted husband may be con- 
ceived, when all efforts to restore life proved totally 
ineffectual. Servants were despatched for medical men 
—Hartley, and every other who could be found. The 
General precipitated himself into the apartment they 
had so lately jeft, and in his haste ran against Middle- 
mas, who, at the sound of the music from the adjoining 
apartment, had naturally approached nearer to the door, 
and, surprised and startled by the sort of clamour, hasty 
steps and confused voices, which ensued, had remained 
_Standing there, endeavouring to ascertain the cause of so 
much disorder. 

The sight of the unfortunate young man awakened 
the General's stormy passions to frenzy. He seemed 
to recognise his son only as the cause of his wife's 
death. He seized him by the collar, and shook him 
violently, as he dragged him into the chamber of 
mortality. 

‘‘Come hither,” he said, ‘‘ thou for whom a life of 
lowest obscurity was too good a fate—come hither, and 
look on the parents whom thou hast so much envied— 
whom thou hast so often cursed. Look at that pale 
emaciated form, a figure of wax, rather than flesh and 
blood—that is thy mother—that is the unhappy Zilia 
Mongada, to whom thy birth was the source of shame 
and misery, and to whom thy ill-omened presence has 
now brought death itself. And behold me “’—he pushed 
the lad from him, and stood up erect, looking well-nigh 
in gesture and figure the apostate spirit he described— 
‘* Behold me’’—he said, ‘‘ see you not my hair streaming 
with sulphur, my brow scathed with lightning? I am the 
Arch-Fiend—I am the father whom you seek—I am the 
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accursed Richard Tresham, the seducer of Zilia, and the 
father of her murderer !" 

Hartley entered while this horrid scene was passing. 
All attention to the deceased, he instantly saw, would be 
thrown away; and understanding, partly from Winter, 
partly from the tenor of the General's frantic discourse, 
the nature of the disclosure which had occurred, he has- 
tened to put an end, if possible, to the frightful and 
scandalous scene which had taken place. Aware how 
delicately the General felt on the subject of reputation, 
he assailed him with remonstrances on such conduct, in 
presence of so many witnesses. But the mind had ceased 
to answer to that once powerful key-note. 

‘*I care not if the whole world hear my sin and my 
punishment,” said Witherington. ‘‘It shall not be again 
said of me, that I fear shame more than I repent sin, I 
feared shame only for Zilia, and Zilia is dead !"’ 

‘‘But her memory, General—spare the memory of 
your wife, in which the character of your children is 
involved.” 

‘*T have no children!" said the desperate and violent 
man, ‘‘ My Reuben is gone to Heaven to prepare a 
lodging for the angel who has now escaped from earth 
in a flood of harmony, which can only be equalled where 
she is gone. The other two cherubs will not survive 
their mother. I shall be, nay, I already feel myself, a 
childless man."’ 

‘‘Yet I am your son,” replied Middlemas, in a tone 
sorrowful, but at the same time tinged with sullen 
rescntment—‘‘ Your son by your wedded wife. Pale as 
she lies there, I call upon you both to acknowledge my 
rights, and all who are present to bear witness to them.” 

‘*Wretch!” exclaimed the maniac father, ‘‘ canst thou 
think of thine own sordid rights in the midst of death 
and frenzy? My son !—thou art the fiend who hast oc- 
casioned my wretchedness in this world, and who will 
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share my eternal misery in the next. Hence from my 
sight, and my curse go with thee !”’ 

His eyes fixed on the ground, his arms folded on his 
breast, the haughty and dogged spirit of Middlemas yet 
seemed to meditate reply. But Hartley, Winter, and 
other bystanders, interfered, and forced him from the 
apartment. As they endeavoured to remonstrate with 
him, he twisted himself out of their grasp, ran to the 
stables, and seizing the first saddled horse that he found, 
out of many that had been in haste got ready to seek 
for assistance, he threw himself on its back, and rode 
furiously off. Hartley was about to mount and follow 
him ; but Winter and the other domestics threw them- 
selves around him, and implored him not to desert their 
unfortunate master, at a time when the influence which 
he had acquired over him might be the only restraint on 
the violence of his passions. 

‘He had a coup de soleil in India," whispered Winter, 
‘‘and is capable of anything in his fits. ‘These cowards 
cannot control him, and I am old and feeble.” 

Satisfied that General Witherington was a greater 
object of compassion than Middlemas, whom besides he 
had no hope of overtaking, and who he believed was 
safe in his own keeping, however violent might be his 
present emotions, Hartley returned where the greater 
emergency demanded his immediate care. 

He found the unfortunate General contending with the 
domestics, who endeavoured to prevent his making his 
way to the apartment where his children slept, and ex- 
claiming furiously—‘* Rejoice, my treasures—rejoice }— 
He has fled, who would proclaim your father's crime, 
and your mother's dishonour !—He has flied, never to 
return, whose life has been the death of one parent, and 
the ruin of another !—Courage, my children, your father 
is with you—he will make his way to you through a hun- 
dred obstacles {"’ 
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The domestics, intimidated and undecided, were 
giving way to him, when Adam Hartley approached, 
and placing himself before the unhappy man, fixed his 
eye firmly on the General's, while he said in a low but 
stern voice—‘‘ Madman, would you kill your children?” 

The General seemed staggered in his resolution, but 
still attempted to rush past him. But Hartley, seizing 
him by the collar of his coat on each side, ‘‘ You are my 
prisoner,” he said ; ‘‘ I command you to follow me,” 

‘*Ha! prisoner, and for high treason? Dog, thou 
hast met thy death!” 

The distracted man drew a poniard from his bosom, 
and Hartley's strength and resolution might not per- 
haps have saved his life, had not Winter mastered the 
General's right hand, and contrived to disarm him. 

‘‘T am vour prisoner, then,’’ he said; ‘‘ use me civilly 
—and let me see my wife and children.” 

‘You shall sce them to-morrow,” said Hartley; 
‘* follow us instantly, and without the least resistance,” 

Gencral Witherington followed like a child, with the 
air of one who is suffering for a cause in which he 
glories. 

‘‘lam not ashamed of my principles,” he said—‘* I 
am willing to die for my king.” 

Without exciting his frenzy, by contradicting the fan- 
tastic idea which occupied his imagination, Hartley 
continued to maintain over his patient the ascendancy 
he had acquired. He caused him to be led to his apart- 
ment, and beheld him sufter himself to be put to bed. 
Administering then a strong composing draught, and 
causing a servant to sleep in the room, he watched the 
unfortunate man till dawn of morning. 

General Witherington awoke in his full senses, and 
apparently conscious of his real situation, which he 
testified by low groans, sobs, and tears. When Hartley 
drew near his bedside, he knew him perfectly, and said, 
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‘‘Do not fear me—the fit is over—leave me now, and 
see after yonder unfortunate. Let him leave Britain as 
soon as possible, and go where his fate calls him, and 
where we can never meet more. Winter knows my 
ways, and will take care of me.”’ 

Winter gave the same advice. ‘‘I can answer,” he 
said, ‘‘for my master’s security at present; but, in 
Heaven's name, prevent his ever meeting again with that 
obdurate young man.” 


CHAP. IX. 


Well, then, the world’s utine oyster, 
Whih Lurth sward will open. 
Mirry Wivis of WInpsor. 


wai HIN Adam Hartley arrived at his lodgings in 
W} the sweet little town of Ryde, his first inquiries 
Mead were after his comrade. He had arrived last 
night late, man and horse all in a foam. He made no 
reply to any questions about supper or the like, but, 
snatching a candle, ran up stairs into his apartment, and 
shut and double locked the door. The servants only 
supposed that, being something intoxicated, he had 
ridden hard, and was unwilling to expose himself. 

Hartley went to the door of his chamber, not without 
some apprehensions ; and after knoching and calling 
more than once, received at length the welcome return, 
‘‘ Who is there?” 

On Hartley announcing himself, the door opened, and 
Middlemas appeared, well dressed, and with his hair 
arranged and powdered ; although, from the appearance 
of the bed, it had not been slept in on the preceding 
night, and Richard's countenance, haggard and ghastly, 
scemed to bear witness to the same fact. It was, how- 
ever, with an affectation of indifference that he spoke. 
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**T congratulate you on your improvement in worldly 
knowledge, Adam. It is just the time to desert the poor 
heir, and to stick by him that is in immediate possession 
of the wealth.” 

‘*T stayed last night at General Witherington’s,” an- 
Swered Hartley, ‘‘ because he is extremely ill.” 

** Tell him to repent of his sins, then," said Richard. 
‘Old Gray used to say, a doctor had as good a title to 
give ghostly advice as a parson. Do you remember 
Doctor Dulberry, the minister, calling him an inter- 
loper? Hat ha! ha!” 

‘*T am surprised at this style of language from one in 
‘your circumstances.” 

‘*Why, ay,” said Middlemas, with a bitter smile—‘‘ it 
would be difficult to most men to kecp up their spirits, 
after gaining and losing father, mother, and a good 
inheritance, all in the same day. But I had always a 
turn for philosophy.” 

‘IT really do not understand you, Mr. Middlemas.” 

‘‘Why, I found my parents yesterday, did I not?” 
answered the young man. ‘‘ My mother, as you know, 
had waited but that moment to die, and my father to 
become distracted ; and I conclude both were contrived 
purposely to cheat me of my inheritance, as he has taker 
up such a prejudice against me.” 

‘* Inheritance?” repeated Hartley, bewildered by 
Richard's calmness, and half suspecting that the in- 
sanity of the father was hereditary in the family. ‘‘In 
Heaven's name, recollect yourself, and get rid of these 
hallucinations. What inheritance are you dreaming 
of?” 

‘‘That of my mother, to be surc, who must have 
inherited old Moncada’s wealth—and to whom should it 
descend save to her children ?—I am the eldest of them 
—that fact cannot be denied.” 

‘* But consider, Richard—recollect yoursclf."’ 
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**1 do,” said Richard ; ‘‘and what then?” 

“Then you cannot but remember,” said Hartley, 
*‘that unless there was a will in your favour, your birth 
prevents you from inheriting.” 

‘‘You are mistaken, sir, I am legitimate.—Yonder 
sickly brats, whom you rescued from the grave, are not 
more legitimate than I am.—Yes! our parents could not 
allow the air of Heaven to breathe on them—me they 
committed to the winds and the waves—I am neverthe- 
less‘ their lawful child, as well as their puling offspring 
of advanced age and decayed health. I saw them, 
Adam—Wintcr showed the nursery to me while they 
were gathering courage to reccive me in the drawing- 
room. ‘There they lay, the children of predilection, the 
riches of the East expended that they might sleep soft 
"and wake in magnificence. I, the eldest brother—the 
heir—I stood beside their bed in the borrowed dress 
which I had so lately exchanged for the rags of an hos- 
pital, Their couches breathed the richest perfumes, 
while I was reeking from a pest-house ; and I—I repeat 
it—the heir, the produce of their earliest and best love, 
was thus treated. No wonder that my look was that of 
a basilisk.” 

‘*You speak as if you were possessed with an evil 
spirit,’ said Hartley; ‘‘or else you labour under a 
strange delusion.” 

‘* You think those only are legally married over whom 
a drowsy parson has read the ceremony from a dog’s- 
eared prayer-book? It may be so in your English law 
—but Scotland makes Love himself the priest. <A vow 
betwixt a fond couple, the blue heaven alone witnessing, 
will protect a confiding girl against the perjury of a 
fickle swain, as much as if a Dean had performed the 
rites in the loftiest cathedral in England. Nay, more ; 
if the child of love be acknowledged by the father at the 
time when he is baptized—if he present the mother. to 
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Strangers of respectability as his wife, the laws of Scot- 
land will not allow him to retract the justice which has, 
in these actions, been done to the female whom he has 
wronged, or the offspring of their mutual love. This 
General Tresham, or Witherington, treated my unhappy 
mother as his wife before Gray and others, quartered 
her as such in the family of a respectable man, gave her 
the same name by which he himself chose to pass for 
the time. He presented me to the priest as his lawful 
offspring ! and the law of Scotland, benevolent to the 
helpless child, will not allow him now to disown what he 
so formally admitted. I know my rights, and am de- 
termined to claim them.” 

‘You do not then intend to go on board the Middle- 
sex? Think a little— You will lose your voyage and your 
commission.” 

‘*] will save my birthright,” answered Middlemas. 
‘*When I thought of going to India, I knew not my 
parents, or how to make good the rights which I had 
through them. That riddle is solved. Iam entitled to 
at least a third of Mongada’s estate, which, by Winter's 
account, is considerable. But for you, and your mode 
of treating the small-pox, I should have had the whole. 
Little did 1 think, when old Gray was likely to have his 
wig pulled off, for putting out fires, throwing open win- 
dows, and exploding whisky and water, that the new 
system of treating the small-pox was to cost me so many 
thousand pounds.” 

‘You are determined then,” said Hartley, ‘‘on this 
wild course?" 

‘‘T know my rights, and am determined to make them 
available,” answered the obstinate youth. 

‘¢Mr, Richard Middlemas, I am sorry for you.” 

‘‘Mr. Adam Hartley, I beg to know why I am ho- 
noured by your sorrow." 

. ''T pity you,” answered Hartley, ‘‘ both for the obsti- 
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nacy of selfishness, which can think of wealth after the 
scene you saw last night, and for the idle vision which 
leads you to believe that you can obtain possession of 
it.” 

‘‘ Selfish !’’ cried Middlemas; ‘‘ why, I am a dutiful 
son, labouring to clear the memory of a calumniated 
mother—And am I a visionary ?—Why, it was to this 
hope that I awakened, when old Mong¢ada’s letter to 
Gray, devoting me to perpetual obscurity, first rouscd 
me to a sense of my situation, and dispelled the dreams 
of my childhood. Do you think that I would ever have 
submitted to the drudgery which I shared with you, but 
that, by doing so, I kept in view the only traces of these 
unnatural parents, by means of which I proposed to in- 
troduce myself to their notice, and, if necessary, enforce 
the rights of a legitimate child! The silence and death 
of Mongada broke my plans, and it was then only I 
reconciled myself to the thoughts of India.” 

‘* You were very young to have known so much of the 
Scottish law, at the time when we were first acquainted,” 
said Hartley. ‘‘ But I can guess your instructor.” 

‘* No less authority than Tom Hillary's,’ replied Mid- 
dlemas, ‘‘Elis good counsel on that head is a reason 
why I do not now prosecute him to the gallows.” 

‘‘T judged as much,” replied Hartley; ‘‘ for I heard 
him, before I left Middlemas, debating the point with 
Mr. Lawford; and I recollect perfectly, that he stated 
the law to be such as you now lay down.” 

‘‘And what said Lawford in answer?” dcmanded 
Middlemas. 

‘‘He admitted,” replied Hartley, ‘‘ that in circum- 
stances where the case was doubtful, such presumptions 
of legitimacy might be admitted. But he said they were 
liable to be controlled by positive and precise testimcny, 
as, for instance, the evidence of the mother declaring the 
illegitimacy of the child.” 
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‘* But there can exist none such in my case,” said 
Middlemas, hastily, and with marks of alarm. 

‘*T will not deceive you, Mr. Middlemas, though I 
fear I cannot help giving you pain. I had yesterday a 
long conference with your mother, Mrs. Witherington, 
in which she acknowledged you as her son, but a son 
born before marriage. This express declaration will, 
therefore, put an end to the suppositions on which you 
ground your hopes. If you please you may hear the 
contents of her declaration, which I have in her own 
handwriting.” 

‘* Confusion ! is the cup to be for ever dashed from my 
lips?” muttered Richard; but recovering his composure, 
by exertion of the self-command of which he possessed 
so large a portion, he desired Hartley to proceed with 
his communication. Hartley accordingly proceeded to 
inform him of the particulars preceding his birth, and 
those which followed after it; while Middlemas, seated 
on a sea-chest, listened with inimitable composure toa 
tale which went to root up the flourishing hopes of wealth 
which he had lately so fondly entertained. 

Zilia Mongada was the only child of a Portuguese Jew 
of great wealth, who had come to London in prosecution 
of his commerce. Among the few Christians who fre- 
quented his house, and occasionally his table, was 
Richard Tresham, a gentleman of a high Northumbrian 
family, deeply engaged in the service of Charles Edward 
during his short invasion, and though holding a com- 
mission in the Portuguese service, still an object of 
suspicion to the British government, on account of his 
well-known courage and Jacobitical principles. The 
high-bred elegance of this gentleman, together with his 
complete acquaintance with the Portuguese language 
and manners, had won the intimacy of old Moncada, 
and, alas! the heart of the inexperienced Zilia, who, 
beautiful as an angel, had as little knowledge of the 
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world and its wickedness as the lamb that is but a 
week old. 

Tresham made his proposals to Moncada, perhaps in 
a manner which. too evidently showed that he conceived 
the high-born Christian was degrading himself in asking 
an alliance with the wealthy Jew. Moncada rejected his 
proposals, forbade him his house, but could not prevent 
the lovers from meeting in private. Tresham made a 
dishonourable use of the opportunities which the poor 
Zilia so incautiously afforded, and the consequence was 
her ruin. The lover, however, had every purpose of 
righting the injury which he had inflicted, and, after 
various plans of secret marriage, which were rendered 
abortive by the difference of religion, and other circum- 
stances, flight for Scotland was determined on. The 
hurry of the journey, the fear and anxiety to which Zilia 
was subject, brought on her confinement several weeks 
before the usual time, so that they were compelled to 
accept of the assistance and accommodation offered by 
Mr. Gray. They had not been there many hours ere 
Tresham heard by the medium of some sharp-sighted 
or kcen-eared friend that there were warrants out against 
him for treasonable practices. His correspondence with 
Charles Edward had become known to Moncada during 
the period of their friendship ; he betrayed it in vengeance 
to the British cabinet, and warrants were issued, in 
which, at Moncada’s request, his daughter’s name was 
included. This might be of use, he apprehended, to 
enable him to separate his daughter from ‘I’resham, 
should he find the fugitives actually married. How far 
he succeeded, the reader already knows, as well as the 
precautions which he took to prevent the living evidence 
of his child’s frailty from being known to exist. His 
daughter he carried with him, and subjected her to 
severe restraint, which her own reflections rendered 
doubly bitter. It would have completed his revenge, 
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had the author of Zilia’s misfortunes been brought to 
the scaffold for his political offences. But Tresham 
skulked among friends in the Highlands, and escaped 
until the affair blew over. 

He afterwards entered into the East India Company's 
service, under his mother’s name of Witherington, which 
concealed the Jacobite and rebel, until these terms were 
forgotten. His skill in military affairs soon raised him 
to riches and eminence. When he returned to Britain, 
his first inquiries were after the family of Moncada. 
His fame, his wealth, and the late conviction that his 
daughter never would marry any but him who had her 
first love, induced the old man to give that encourage- 
ment to General Witherington, which he had always 
denied to the poor and outlawed Major Tresham ; and 
the lovers, after having been fourtcen years separated, 
were at length united in wedlock. 

General Witherington eagerly concurred in the carncst 
wish of his father-in-law, that every remembrance of 
former events should be buried, by leaving the fruit of 
the early and unhappy intrigue suitably provided for, 
but in a distant and obscure situation. Zilia thought 
far otherwise. Her heart longed, with a mother’s long- 
ing, towards the object of her first matcrnal tenderness, 
but she dared not place herself in opposition at once to 
the will of her father and the decision of her husband. 
The former, his religious prejudices much effaced by his 
long residence in England, had given consent that she 
should conform to the established religion of her husband 
and her country,—the latter, haughty as we have de- 
scribed him, made it his pride to introduce the beautiful 
convert among his high-born kindred. The discovery 
of her former frailty would have proved a blow to her 
respectability, which he dreaded like death ; and it could 
not long remain a secret from his wife, that in conse- 
quence of a severe illness in India, even bis reason be- 
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came occasionally shaken by anything which violently 
agitated his feelings. She had, therefore, acquiesced in 
patience and silence in the course of policy which Mon- 
gada had devised, and which her husband anxiously and 
warmly approved. Yet her thoughts, even when their 
marriage was blessed with other offspring, anxiously 
reverted to the banished and outcast child, who had first 
been clasped to the maternal bosom. 

All these feelings ‘‘subdued and cherished long,” 
were set afloat in full tide by the unexpected discovery 
of this son, redeemed from a lot of extreme misery, and 
placed before his mother's imagination in circumstances 
so disastrous. 

It was in vain that her husband had assured her that 
he would secure the young man’s prosperity, by his 
purse and his interest. She could not be satisfied, until 
she had herself done something to alleviate the doom 
of banishment to which her eldest-born was thus con- 
demned. She was the more eager to do so, as she felt 
the extreme delicacy of her health, which was under- 
mined by so many vears of secret suffering. 

Mrs. Witherington was, in conferring her maternal 
bounty, naturally led to employ the agency of Hartley, 
the companion of her son, and to whom, since the re- 
covery of her younger children, she almost looked up 
as to a tutelar deity. She placed in his hands a sum 
of £2000, which she had at her own unchallenged dis- 
posal, with a request, uttered in the fondest and 
most affectionate terms, that it might be applied to 
the service of Richard Middlemas in the way Hartley 
should think most useful to him. She assured him 
of further support, as it should be needed; and a note 
to the following purport was also intrusted to him, to 
be delivered when and where the prudence of Hartley 
should judge it proper to confide to him the secret of his 
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‘‘Oh, Benoni! Oh, child of my sorrow!" said this 
interesting document, ‘‘ why should the eyes of thy un- 
happy mother be about to obtain permission to look on 
thee, since her arms were denied the right to fold thee to 
her bosom? May the God of Jews and of Gentiles watch 
over thee, and guard thee! May he remove, in his good 
time, the darkness which rolls between me and the be- 
loved of my heart—the first fruit of my unhappy, nay, 
unhallowed affection. Do not—do not, my beloved !— 
think thyself a lonely exile, while thy mother’s prayers 
arise for thee at sunrise and at sunset, to call down every 
blessing on thy head—to invoke every power in thy pro- 
tection and defence. Seek not to see me—Oh, why must 
i say so !—But let me humble myself in the dust, since it 
is my own sin, my own folly, which I must blame ;— 
but seek not to see or speak with me—it might be the © 
death of both. Confide thy thoughts to the excellent 
Hartley, who hath been the guardian angel of us all— 
even as the tribes of Israel had each their guardian angel. 
What thou shalt wish, and he shall advise in thy behalf, 
shall be done, if in the power of a mother—And the love 
of a mother? Is it bounded by seas, or can deserts and 
distance measure its limits? Oh, child of my sorrow ! 
Oh, Benoni! let thy spirit be with mine, as mine is with 
thee. **Z. M.” 


All these arrangements being completed, the unfortu- 
nate lady next insisted with her husband that she should 
be permitted to see her son in that parting interview 
which terminated so fatally. Hartley, therefore, now 
discharged, as her executor, the duty intrusted to him as 
her confidential agent. 

‘‘ Surely,” he thought, as, having finished his commu- 
nication, he was about to leave the apartment, ‘‘surely the 
demons of Ambition and Avarice will unclose the, talons 
which they have fixed upon this man, at a charm like this.” 
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And indeed Richard's heart had been formed of the 
nether millstone, had he not been duly affected by these 
first and last tokens of his mother's affection. He leant 
his head upon a table, and his tears flowed plentifully. 
Hartley left him undisturbed for more than an hour, and 
on his return found him in nearly the same attitude in 
which he had left him. 

‘‘T regret to disturb you at this moment,” he said, 
‘* but I have still a part of my duty to discharge. I must 
place in your possession the deposit which your mother 
made in my hands—and I must also remind you that 
time flies fast, and that you have scarce an hour or two 
to determine whether you will prosecute your Indian 
voyage, under the new view of circumstances which I 
have opencd tu you.” 

Middlemas took the bills which his mother had be- 
queathed him. As he raised his head, Hartley could 
observe that his face was stained with tears. Yet he 
counted over the money with mercantile accuracy ; and 
though he assumed the pen for the purpose of writing a 
discharge with an air of inconsolable dejection, yet he 
drew it up in good set terms, like one who had his senses 
much at his command. 

‘‘And now,” he said, in a mournful voice, ‘‘ give me 
my mother’s narrative.” 

Hartley almost started, and answered hastily, ‘‘ You 
have the poor lady's letter, which was addressed to your- 
self—the narrative is addressed to me. It is my warrant 
for disposing of a large sum of money—it concerns the 
rights of third parties, and I] cannot part with it.” 

‘‘Surely, surely it were better to deliver it into my 
hands, were it but to weep over it,” answered Middle- 
mas. ‘‘ My fortune, Hartley, has been very cruel. You 
see that my parents purposed to have made me their 
undoubted heir; yet their purpose was disappointed by 
accident. And now my mother comes with well-intended 
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fondness, and while she means to advance my fortune, 
furnishes evidence to destroy it.—Come, come, Hartley 
—you must be conscious that my mother wrote those 
details entirely for my information. I am the rightful 
owner, and insist on having them.” 

‘‘T am sorry I must insist on refusing your demand,” 
answered Hartley, putting the papers in his pocket. 
‘You ought to consider, that if this communication has 
destroyed the idle and groundless hopes which you have 
indulged in, it has, at the same time, more than trebled 
your capital; and that if there are some hundreds or 
thousands in the world richer than yourself, there are 
many millions not half so well provided. Set a brave 
spirit, then, against your fortune, and do not doubt 
your success in life.”’ 

His words seemed to sink into the gloomy mind of 
Middlemas. He stood silent for a moment, and then 
answered with a reluctant and insinuating voice,— 

‘‘My dear Hartley, we have long been companions— 
you can have neither pleasure nor interest in ruining my 
hopes—you may find some in forwarding them. Mon- 
¢ada’s fortune will enable me to allow five thousand 
pounds to the friend who should aid me in my difficul- 
ties." 

‘‘Good morning to you, Mr. Middlemas,” said Hart- 
Icy, endeavouring to withdraw. 

‘‘One moment—one moment,” said Middlemas, hold- 
ing his friend by the button at the same time, ‘‘] meant 
to say ten thousand—and—and—marry whomisoever you 
like —I will not be your hindrance.” 

‘You are a villain !"’ said Hartley, breaking from him, 
‘‘and I always thought you so.” 

‘¢ And you,” answered Middlemas, ‘‘are a fool, and I 
never thought you better. Off he goes—lLet him—the 
game has been played and lost—I must hedge my bets : 
India must be my back-play.” 
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All was in readiness for his departure. A small vessel 
and a favouring gale conveyed him and several other 
military gentlemen to the Downs, where the Indiaman, 
which was to transport them from Europe, lay ready for 
their reception. 

His first feelings were sufficiently disconsolate. But 

accustomed from his infancy to conceal his internal 
thoughts, he appeared in the course of a week the gayest 
and best bred passenger who ever dared the long and 
weary space betwixt Old England and her Indian pos- 
sessions. At Madras, where the sociable feelings of the 
resident inhabitants give ready way to enthusiasm in 
behalf of any stranger of agreeable qualities, he expe- 
rienced that warm hospitality which distinguishes the 
British character in the East. 
' Middlemas was well received in company, and in the 
way of becoming an indispensable guest at every enter- 
tainment in the place, when the vessel, on board of 
which Hartley acted as surgeon's mate, arrived at the 
same settlement. The latter would not, from his situa- 
tion, have been entitled to expect much civility and 
attention ; but this disadvantage was made up by his 
possessing the most powerful introductions from General 
Witherington, and from other persons of weight in 
Leadenhall Street, the General's friends, to the principal 
inhabitants in the settlement. He found himself once 
more, therefore, moving in the same sphere with Middle- 
mas, and under the alternative of living with him on 
decent and distant terms, or of breaking off with him 
altogether. 

The first of these courses might perhaps have becn the 
wisest ; but the other was most congenial to the blunt 
and plain character of Hartley, who saw neither pro- 
priety nor comfort in maintaining a show of friendly 
intercourse, to conceal hate, contempt, and mutual 
dislike. 
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The circle at Fort St. George was much more restricted 
at that time than it has been since. The coldness of the 
young men did not escape notice ; it transpired that they 
had been once intimates and fellow-students ; yet it was 
now found that they hesitated at accepting invitations to 
the same parties. Rumour assigned many different and 
incompatible reasons for this deadly breach, to which 
Hartley gave no attention whatever, while Lieutenant 
Middlemas took care to countenance those which 
represented the cause of the quarrel most favourably to 
himself. 

‘* A little bit of rivalry had taken place,” he said, when 
pressed by gentlemen for an explanation ; ‘‘ he had only 
had the good luck to get farther in the good graces of a 
fair lady than his friend Hartley, who had made a 
quarrel of it, as they saw. He thought it very silly to 
keep up spleen, at such a distance of time and space. 
He was sorry, more for the sake of the strangeness of 
the appearance of the thing than anything else, although 
his friend had really some very good points about him.” 

While these whispers were working their effect in 
society, they did not prevent Hartley from receiving the 
most flattering assurances of encouragement and official 
promotion from the Madras Government as opportunity 
should arise. Soon after, it was intimated to him that a 
medical appointment of a lucrative nature in a remote 
settlement was conferred on him, which removed him for 
some time from Madras and its neighbourhood. 

Hartley accordingly sailed on his distant expedition ; 
and it was observed, that after his departure, the charac- 
ter of Middlemas, as if some check had been removed, 
began to display itself in disagreeable colours. It was 
noticed that this young man, whose manners were so 
agreeable and so courteous during the first months after 
his arrival in India, began now to show symptoms of a 
haughty and overbearing spirit. He had adopted, for 
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reasons which the reader may conjecture, but which 
appeared to be mere whim at Fort St. George, the name 
of Tresham, in addition to that by which he had hitherto 
been distinguished, and in this he persisted with an 
obstinacy, which belonged more to the pride than the 
craft of his character. The Lieutenant-Colonel of the 
regiment, an old cross-tempered martinct, did not 
choose to indulge the Captain (such was now the rank of 
Middlemas) in this humour. 

‘‘He knew no officer,” he said, ‘‘ by any name save 
that which he bore in his commission,” and he Middle- 
mas’d the Captain on all occasions. 

One fatal evening, the Captain was so much provoked 
as to intimate peremptorily, ‘‘that he knew his own 
name best." 

“Why, Captain Middlemas,” replied the Colonel, 
‘it is not every child that knows its own father, so how 
can every man be so sure of his own name?” 

The bow was drawn at a venture, but the shaft found 
the rent in the armour, and stung deeply. In spite of 
all the interposition which could be attempted, Middle- 
mas insisted on challenging the Colonel, who could be 
persuaded to no apology. 

“If Captain Middiemas,” he said, ‘‘ thought the cap 
fitted, he was welcome to wear it.” 

The result was a meeting, in which, after the parties 
had exchanged shots, the seconds tendered their media- 
tion. It was rejected by Middlemas, who, at the second 
fire, had the misfortune to kill his commanding officer. 
In consequence, he was obliged to fly from the British 
settlements ; for, being universally blamed for having 
pushed the quarrel to extremity, there was little doubt 
that the whole severity of military discipline would be 
exercised upon the delinquent. Middlemas, therefore, 
vanished from Fort St. George, and, though the affair 
had made much noise at the time, was soon no longer 
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talked of. It was understood, in general, that he had 
gone to seek that fortune at the court of some native 
prince, which he could no longer hope for in the British 
settlements. 


CHAP. X. 


= HREE years passed away after the fatal ren- 
fem counter mentioned in the last Chapter, and 
muees Dr. Hartley, returning from his appointed 
mission, which was only temporary, received encourage- 
ment to settle in Madras in a medical capacity ; and, 
upon having done so, soon had reason to think he had 
chosen a line in which he might rise to wealth and 
reputation. His practice was not confined to his 
countrymen, but much sought after among the natives, . 
who, whatever may be their, prejudices against the 
Europeans in other respects, universally esteem their 
superior powers in the medical profession. ‘This lucra- 
tive branch of practice rendered it necessary that Hartley 
should make the Oriental languages his study, in order 
to hold communication with his paticnts without the 
intervention of an interpreter. Iie had cnough of op- 
portunities to practise as a linguist, for, in acknow- 
ledgment, as he used jocularly to say, of the large 
fees of the wealthy Moslemah and Hindoos, he attended 
the poor of all nations gratis, whenever he was called 
upon. 

It so chanced, that one evening he was hastily sum- 
moned by a message from the Secretary of the Govern- 
ment, to attend a patient of consequence. ‘‘ Yet he is, 
after all, only a Fakir,” said the message. ‘‘ You will 
find him at the tomb of Cara Razi, the Mahomedan 
saint and doctor, about one coss from the fort. Inquire 
for him by the name of Barak el Hadgi. Such a patient 
promises no fees ; but we know how little you care about 
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the pagodas; and, besides, the Government is your 
paymaster on this occasion.” 

‘‘That is the last matter to be thought on,” said 
Hartley, and instantly repaired in his palanquin to the 
place pointed out to him. 

The tomb of the Owliah, or Mahomedan Saint, Cara 
Razi, was a place held in much reverence by every good 
Mussulman. It was situated in the centre of a grove of 
mangos and tamarind-trees, and was built of red stone, 
having three domes, and minarets at every corner. 
There was a court in front, as usual, around which 
were cells constructed for the accommodation of the 
Fakirs who visited the tomb from motives of devotion, 
and made a longer or shorter residence there as they 
thought proper, subsisting upon the alms which the 
Faithful never fail to bestow on them in exchange for 
the benefit of their prayers. ‘These devotees were en- 
gaged day and night in reading verses of the Koran 
before the tomb, which was constructed of white marble, 
inscribed with sentences from the book of the Prophet, 
and with the various titles conferred by the Koran upon 
the Supreme Being. Such a sepulchre, of which there 
are many, is, with its appendages and attendants, 
respected during wars and revolutions, and no less by 
Feringis (Franks, that is) and Hindoos, than by Maho- 
medans themselves, The Fakirs, in return, act as spies 
for all parties, and are often employed in secret missions 
of importance. 

Complying with the Mahomedan custom, our friend 
Harticy laid aside his shoes at the gates of the holy 
precincts, and avoiding to give offence by approaching 
near to the tomb, he went up to the principal Moullah, 
or priest, who was distinguishable by the length of his 
beard, and the size of the large wooden beads, with 
which the Mahomedans, like the Catholics, keep register 
of their prayers. Such a person, venerable by his age, 
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sanctity of character, and his real or supposed contempt 
of worldly pursuits and enjoyments, is regarded as the 
head of an establishment of this kind. 

The Moullah is permitted by his situation to be more 
communicative with strangers than his younger brethren, 
who in the present instance remained with their eycs 
fixed on the Koran, muttering their recitations without 
noticing the European, or attending to what he said, as 
he inquired at their superior for Barak el Hadgi. 

The Moullah was seated on the earth, from which he 
did not arise, or show any mark of reverence ; nor did 
he interrupt the tale of his beads, which he continued to 
count assiduously while Hartley was speaking. When 
he finished, the old man raised his eyes, and looking at 
him with an air of distraction, as if he was endeavouring 
to recollect what he had been saying, he at length: 
pointed to one of the cells, and resumed his devouons 
like one who felt impatient of whatever withdrew his 
attention from his sacred duties, were it but for an 
instant. 

Hartley entered the cell indicated, with the usual 
salutation of Salam Alaikum. His patient lay on a 
little carpet in a corner of the small] white-washed cell. 
He was a man of about forty, dressed in the black robe 
of his order, very much torn and patched. He worea 
high conical cap of Tartarian felt, and had round his 
neck the stiing of black beads belonging to his order. 
His eyes and posture indicated suffering, which he was 
enduring with stoical patience. 

‘*Salam Alaikum,” said Hartley; ‘‘ you are in pain, 
my father ?'’—a title which he gave rather to the pro- 
fession than to the years of the person he addressed. 

** Salam Alaikum, bema sebastem,’’ answered the 
Fakir ; ‘‘ Well is it for you that you have suffered 
patiently. The book saith, such shall be the greeting 
of the angels to those who enter paradise.” 
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The conversation being thus opened, the physician 
proceeded to inquire into the complaints of the patient, 
and to prescribe what he thought advisable. Having 
donc this, he was about to retire, when, to his great 
surprise, the Fakir tendered him a ring of some value. 

‘‘The wise,” said Hartley, declining the present, and 
at the same time paying a suitable compliment to the 
Fakir's cap and robe,—‘‘ the wise of every country are 
brethren. My left hand takes no guerdon of my right.” 

‘‘A Feringi can then refuse gold!" said the Fakir. 
‘‘T thought they took it from every hand, whether pure 
as that of an Houri, or leprous like Gehazi’s—even as 
the hungry dog recketh not whether the flesh he eateth 
be of the camel of the prophet Saleth, or of the ass of 
Degial—on whose head be curses !” 

‘*The book says,” replied Hartley, ‘‘that it is Allah 
who closes and who enlarges the heart. Frank and 
Mussulmin are all alike moulded by his pleasure.” 

‘‘My brother hath spoken wisely,” answered the 
patient. ‘‘ Welcome the disease, if it bring thee ac- 
quainted with a wise physician, For what saith the 
poct—‘ It is well to have fallen to the earth, if while 
grovelling there thou shalt discover a diamond.’”’ 

The physician made repeated visits to his patient, and 
continued to do so even after the health of 1 Hadgi 
was entirely restored. He had no difficulty in discern- 
ing in himbone of those secret agents frequently employed 
by Asiatic Sovereigns. Lis intelligence, his learning, 
above all, his versatility and freedom from prejudices of 
every kind, left no doubt of Barak's possessing the 
necessary qualifications for conducting such delicate 
negotiations ; while his gravity of habit and profession 
could not prevent his features from expressing occa- 
sionally a perception of humour, not usually seen in 
devotees of his class. 

Barak el Hadgi talked often, amidst their private 
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conversations, of the power and dignity of the Nawaub 
of Mysore; and Hartley had httle doubt that he came 
from the Court of Hyder Ali, on some secret mission, 
perhaps for achieving a more solid peace betwixt that 
able and sagacious Prince and the East India Com- 
pany s Government,—that which existed for the time 
being regarded on both parts as little more than a hollow 
and insincere truce He told many stories to the advan- 
tage of this Prince, who certainly was one of the wisest 
that Hindostan could boast , and amidst great crimes, 
perpetrated to gratify his ambition, displayed many 
instances of princely generosity, and, what was a little 
more surprising, of even-handed justice. 

On one occasion, shortly before Barak el Hadg1 left 
Madras, he visited the Doctor, and partook of his sher- 
bet, which he preferred to his own, perhaps because a 
few glasses of rum or brandy were usually added to en- 
rich the compound. It might be owing to repeated 
applications to the jar which contained this generous 
fluid, that the Pilgrim became more than usually frank 
mn his communications, and not contented with praising 
his Nawaub with the most hyperbolic eloquence, he 
began to insinuate the influence which he himself en- 
joyed with the Invincible, the Lord and Shield of the 
Faith of the Prophet. 

‘‘ Brother of my soul,” he said, ‘‘do but think if thou 
needest aught that the all-powerful Hyder Ali Khan 
Bahauder can give , and then use not the intercession of 
those who dwell in palaces, and wear jewels in their tur- 
bans, but seek the cell of thy brother at the Great City, 
which is Seringapatam. And the poor Fakir, in his torn 
cloak, shall better advance thy suit with the Nawaub 
{for Hyder did not assume the title of Sultaun] than they 
who sit upon seats of honour in the Divan ” 

With these and sundry other expressions of regard, he 
exhorted Hartley to come into the Mysore, and look 
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upon the face of the Great Prince, whose glance inspired 
wisdom, and whose nod conferred wealth, so that Folly 
or Poverty could not appear before him. He offered at 
the same time to requite the kindness which Hartley had 
evinced to him, by showing him whatever was worthy 
the attention of a sage in the land of Mysore. 

Hartley was not reluctant to promise to undertake the 
proposed journey, if the continuance of good under- 
standing betwixt their governments should render it 
practicable, and in reality looked forward to the possi- 
bility of such an event with a good deal of interest. The 
friends parted with mutual good wishes, after exchanging, 
in the Oriental fashion, such gifts as became sagcs, to 
whom knowledge was to be supposed dearer than wealth. 
Barak el Hadgi presented Hartley with a small quantity 
of the balsam of Mecca, very hard to be procured in an 
unadulterated form, and gave him at the same time a 
passport in a peculiar character, which he assured him 
would be respected by every officer of the Nawaub, 
should his friend be disposed to accomplish his visit to 
the Mysore. ‘‘ The head of him who should disrespect 
this safe-conduct,” he said, ‘‘ shall not be more safe than 
that of the barley-stalk which the reaper has grasped in 
his hand.” 

Hartley requited these civilities by the present of a few 
medicines little used in the last, but such as he thought 
might, with suitable directions, be safely intrusted to a 
man so intelligent as his Moslem friend. 

It was several months after Barak had returned to the 
interior of India, that Hartley was astonished by an 
unexpected rencounter. 

The ships from Europe had but lately arrived, and had 
brought over their usual cargo of boys longing to be 
commanders, and young women without any purpose of 
being married, but whom a pious duty to some brother, 
some uncle, or other male relative, brought to India to 
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keep his house, until they should find themselves unex- 
pectedly in one of theirown. Dr. Hartley happened to 
attend a public breakfast given on this occasion by a 
gentleman high in the service. The roof of his friend 
had been recently enriched by a consignment of three 
nieces, whom the old gentleman, justly attached to his 
quiet hookah, and, it was said, to a pretty girl of colour, 
desired to offer to the pm tic that he might have the 
fairest chance to get rid of |. new gucsts as soon as pos- 
sible. Hartley, who was thought a fish worth casting a 
fly for, was contemplating this fair investment, with very 
little interest, when he heard one of the company say to 
another in a low voice, — 

‘‘Angels and ministers ! there is our old acquaint- 
ance, the Queen of Sheba, returned upon our hands 
like unsaleable goods.” 

Hartley looked in the same dircction with the two who 
were speaking, and his cye was caught by a Semiramis- 
looking person, of unusual stature and amplitude, 
arrayed in a sort of riding habit, but so formed, and so 
looped and gallooned with lace, as made it resemble the 
upper tunic of a native chief. er robe was composed 
of crimson silk, rich with flowers of gold. She wore 
wide trowsers of light blue silk, a fine scarlet shawl 
around her waist, in which was stuck a creeze with a 
richly ornamented handle. Her throat and arms were 
loaded with chains and bracelets, and her turban, formed 
of a shawl similar to that worn around her waist, was 
decorated by a magnificent aigrette, from which a blue 
ostrich plume flowed in one direction, and a red one in 
another. ‘The brow, of European complexion, on which 
this tiara rested, was too lofty for beauty, but seemed 
made for command ; the aquiline nose retained its form, 
but the checks were a little sunken, and the complexion 
so very brilliant, as to give strong evidence that the 
whole countenance had undergone a thorough repair 
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since the lady had left her couch. A black female slave, 
richly dressed, stood behind her with a chowry, or cow's 
tail, having a silver handle, which she used to kcep off 
the flies. From the mode in which she was addressed 
by those who spoke to her, this lady appeared a person 
of too much importance to be affronted or neglected, 
and yet one with whom none desired further communi- 
cation than the occasion seemed in propriety to demand. 

She did not, however, stand in need of attention. The 
well-known captain of an East Indian vessel lately 
arrived from Britain was sedulously polite to her ; and 
two or three gentlemen, whom Hartlcy hnew to be en- 
gaged in trade, tended upon her as they would have 
done upon the safety of a rich argosy. 
wi‘ For Heaven's sake, what is that for a Zenobia?” 
said Hartley to the gentleman whose whisper had first 
attracted his attention to this lofty dame. 

‘Ts it possible you do not know the Queen of Sheba?” 
said the person of whom he inquired, no way loth to 
communicate the information demanded. ‘‘ You must 
know, then, that she is the daughter of a Scotch emi- 
grant, who lived and died at Pondicherry, a sergeant 
in Lally’s regiment. She managed to marry a partisan 
officer named Montreville, a Swiss or Frenchman, I 
cannot tell which. After the surrender of Pondicherry, 
this hero and heroine—But hey—what the devil are you 
thinking of ?—If you stare at her that way, you will 
make a scene; for she will think nothing of scolding 
you across the table.” 

But without attending to his friend’s remonstrances, 
Hartley bolted from the table at which he sat, and 
made his way, with something Iess than the decorum 
which the rules of society enjoin, towards the place 
where the lady in question was seated. 

‘‘The Doctor is surely mad this morning '"—said his 
friend Major Mercer to old Quartermaster Calder. 
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Indeed Hartley was not perhaps strictly in his senses; 
for, looking at the Queen of Sheba as he listened to 
Major Mercer, his eye fell on a light female form beside 
her, so placed as if she desired to be eclipsed by the 
bulky form and flowing robes we have described, and, to 
his extreme astonishment, he recognised the friend of his 
childhood, the love of his youth—Menie Gray herself ! 

To see her in India was in itself astonishing. To see 
her apparently under such strange patronage, greatly in- 
creased his surprise. To make his way to her, and 
address her, seemed the natural and direct mode of 
satisfying the feclings which her appearance excited. 

His impetuosity was however checked, when, ad- 
vancing close upon Miss Gray and her companion, he 
observed that the former, though she looked at hir., 
exhibited not the slightest token of recognition, unless 
he could interpret as such, that she slightly touched her 
upper lip with her forefinger, which, if it happened other- 
wise than by mere accident, might be construed to mean, 
‘‘Do not speak to me just now.” Hartley, adopting 
such an interpretation, stood stock still, blushing deeply ; 
for he was aware that he made for the moment but a 
silly figure. 

He was the rather convinced of this, when, with a 
voice which in the force of its accents corresponded 
with her commanding air, Mrs. Montreville addressed 
him in English, which savoured slightly of a Swiss 
patois,—‘‘ You haave come to us very fast, sir, to say 
nothing at all. Are you sure you did not get your 
tongue stolen by de way ?”’ 

‘‘T thought I had seen an old friend in that lady, 
madam,” stammered Hartley, ‘‘ but it seems I am 
mistaken.” 

‘The good people do tell me that you are one Doc- 
tors Hartley, sir. Now, my friend and I do not know 
Doctors Hartley at all.” 
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‘IT have not the presumption to pretend to your 
acquaintance, madam, but him’’—— 

Here Menie repeated the sign in such a manner that, 
though it was only momentary, Hartley could not mis- 
understand its purpose ; he therefore changed the end 
of his sentence, and added, ‘‘ But I have only to make 
my bow, and ask pardon for my mistake.” 

He retired back accordingly among the company, un- 
able to quit the room, and inquiring at those whom he 
considered as the best newsmongers for such information 
as—‘‘ Who is that stately-looking woman, Mr. Butler?” 

‘*Oh, the Queen of Sheba, to be sure.” 

‘* And who is that pretty girl, who sits beside her?” 

‘‘Or rather behind her,” answered Butler, a military 
whaplain; ‘‘faith, I cannot say—Pretty did you call 
her?” turning his opera-glass that way—"‘ Yes, faith, she 
is pretty—very pretty—Gad, she shoots her glances as 
smartly from behind the old pile yonder, as Teucer from 
behind Ajax Telamon’s shield.” 

‘* But who is she, can you tell me?” 

‘* Some fair-skinned speculation of old Montreville’s, 
I suppose, that she has got cither to toady herself, or 
take in some of her black friends with.—Is it possible 
you have never heard of old Mother Montreville?” 

‘You know I have been so long absent from 
Madras "——- 

** Well,” continued Butler, ‘‘ this lady is the widow of 
a Swiss officer in the French service, who, after the sur- 
render of Pondicherry, went off into the interior, and 
commenced soldier on his own account. He got posses- 
sion of a fort, under pretence of keeping it for some 
simple Rajah or other ; assembled around him a parcel 
of desperate vagabonds, of every colour in the rainbow ; 
occupied a considerable territory, of which he raised the 
duties in his own name, and declared for independence. 
But Hyder Naig understood no such interloping pro- 
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ceedings, and down he came, besieged the fort and took 
it, though some pretend that it was betrayed to him by 
this very woman. Be that as it may, the poor Swiss was 
found dead on the ramparts. Certain it is, she received 
large sums of money, under pretence of paying off her 
troops, surrendering of hill-forts, and Hcaven knows 
what besides. She was permitted also to retain some 
insignia of royalty; and, as she was wont to talk of 
Hyder as the astern Solomon, she generally became 
known by the title of Queen of Sheba. She leaves her 
court when she pleases, and has been as far as Fort St. 
George before now. Jn a word, she docs pretty much as 
she likes. The great folks here are civil to her, though 
they look on her as little better than a spy. As to 
Hyder, it is supposed he has secured her fidelity bgy 
borrowing the greater part of her treasures, which pre- 
vents her from daring to break with him—besides other 
causes that smack of scandal of another sort.”’ 

‘A singular story,” replied Hartley to his companion, 
while his heart dwelt on the question, How it was pos- 
sible that the gentle and simple Menie Gray should be in 
the train of such a character as this adventurcss ? 

‘*But Butler has not told you the best of it,” said 
Major Merccr, who by this time came round to finish 
his own story. ‘‘ Your old acquaintance, Mr. Tresham, 
or Mr. Middlemas, or whatever else he chooses to be 
called, has been complimented by a report, that he stood 
very high in the good graces of this same Boadicea. He 
certainly commanded some troops which she still keeps 
on foot, and acted at thcir head in the Nawaub’s service, 
who craftily employed him in whatever could render him 
odious to his countrymen. The British prisoners were 
intrusted to his charge, and, to judge by what I felt my- 
sclf, the devil might take a lesson from him in severity.” 

‘‘And was he attached to, or connected with, this 
woman ?” 
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‘‘So Mrs. Rumour told us in our dungeon. Poor 
Jack Ward had the bastinado for celebrating their merits 
in a parody on the playhouse song, 


Sure such a pair were never seen, 
So aptly formed to meet by nature.” 


Hartley could listen no longer. The fate of Menie 
Gray, connected with such a man and such a woman, 
rushed on his fancy in the most horrid colours, and he 
was struggling through the throng to get to some place 
where he might collect his ideas, and consider what could 
be done for her protection, when a black attendant 
touched his arm, and at the same time slipped a card 
into his hand. It bore, ‘‘ Miss Gray, Mrs. Monticville’s, 
at the house of Ram Sing Cottah, in the Black ‘Town." 
@n the reverse was written with a pencil, ‘‘ Light in the 
morning.” 

This intimation of her residence implied, of course, a 
permission, nay, an invitation, to wait upon her at the 
hour specified. Hartley's heart beat at the idea of seeing 
her once more, and still more highly at the thought of 
being able to serve her. At least, he thought, if there 
is danger near her, as is much to be suspected, she shall 
not want a counsellor, or, if necessary,a protector. Yet, 
at the same time, he felt the necessity of making himself 
better acquainted with the circumstances of her case, and 
the persons with whom she seemed connected. Butler 
and Mercer had both spoken to their disparagement ; but 
Butler was a little ofa coxcomb, and Mercer a great deal 
of a gossip. While he was considering what credit was 
due to their testimony, he was unexpectedly encountered 
by a gentleman of his own profession, a military surgeon, 
who had had the misfortune to have been in Hyder’s 
prison,till set at freedom by the late pacification. Mr. 
Esdale, for so he was called, was generally esteemed a 
rising man, calm, steady, and deliberate in forming his 
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opinions. Hartley found it easy to turn the subject on 
the Queen of Sheba, by asking whether her Majesty was 
not somewhat of an adventuress. 

‘On my word, I cannot say,” answered Esdale, 
smiling ; ‘‘ we are all upon the adventure in India, more 
or less ; but I do not see that the Begum Montreville is 
more so than the rest.” 

‘* Why, that Amazonian dress and manner,” said Hart- 
ley, ‘‘ savour a little of the prcaresca.” 

‘You must not,” said Esdale, ‘‘ expect a woman who 
has commanded soldiers, and may again, to dress and 
look entirely likean ordinary person. But I assure you, 
that even at this time of day, if she wished to marry, she 
might easily find a respectable match.” 

‘‘Why, 1 heard that she had betrayed her husband’s 
fort to Hyder." oo] 

‘* Ay, that is a specinicn of Madras gossip. The fact 
is, that she defended the place long after her husband 
fell, and afterwards surrendercd it by capitulation. Hyder, 
who piques himself on observing the rules of justice, 
would not otherwise have admitted her to such intimacy.” 

‘Yes, I have heard,” replied Hartley, ‘‘that their 
intiniacy was rather of the closest.”’ 

‘¢ Another calumny, if you mean anyscandal,”’ answered 
Isdale. ‘‘ Hyderistoo zealous a Mahomedan to enter- 
tain a Christian mistress ; and, besides, to enjoy the sort 
of rank which is yielded toa woman in her condition, she 
must refrain, in appearance at least, from all corres- 
pondence in the way of gallantry. Justsothcy said that 
the poor woman had a conncction with poor Middlemas 
of the —— regiment.” 

‘‘ And was that also a false report ?"’ said Hartley, in 
breathless anxiety. 

‘¢On my soul, I believe it was,’ answered Mr. Esdale. 
‘‘ They were friends, Europeans in an Indian court, and 
therefore intimate ; but I believe nothing more. By the 
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by, though, I believe there was some quarrel betwcen 
Middlemas, poor fellow, and you; yet I am sure that 
you will be glad to hear there is a chance of his affair 
being made up.” 

‘‘Indeed!"’ was again the only word which Hartley 
could utter. 

‘‘ Ay, indeed,” answered Esdale. ‘‘ The duel is an 
old story now ; and it must be allowed that poor Middle- 
mas, though he was rash in that business, had provo- 
cation.” 

‘* But his desertion—his accepting of command under 
Hydcr—his treatment of our prisoners—How can all these 
be passed over?” replied Hartley. 

‘“Why, it is possible—I speak to you as a cautious 
man, and in confidence—that he may do us better ser- 
ace in Hyder's capital, or Tippoo’s camp, than he could 
have done if serving with his own regiment. And then, 
for his treatment of prisoners, I am sure I can speak 
nothing but good of him in that particular. He was 
obliged to take the office, because those that serve Hyder 
Naig must doordie. But he told me himself—and I believe 
him—that he accepted the office chicfly because, while he 
made a great bullying at us before the black fellows, he 
could privately be of assistance to us. Some fools could 
not understand this, and answered him with abuse and 
lampoons ; and he was obliged to punish them to avoid 
suspicion. Yes, yes, I and others can prove he was 
willing to be kind, if men would give him leave. I hope 
to thank him at Madras one day soon.—All this in con- 
fidence.—Good-morrow to you." 

Distracted by the contradictory intelligence he had re- 
ceived, Hartley went next to question old Captain 
Capstern, the Captain of the Indiaman, whom he had 
observed in attendance upon the Begum Montreville. 
On inquiring after that commander's female passengers, 
he heard a pretty long catalogue of names, in which that 
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he was so much interested in did not occur. On closer 
inquiry, Capstern recollected that Menie Gray, a young 
Scotchwoman, had come out under charge of Mrs. 
Duffer, the master’s wife. ‘‘A good decent girl,” 
Capstern said, ‘‘and kept the mates and guinea-pigs at 
arespectable distance. She came out,” he believed, '‘ to 
be a sort of female companion, or upper servant, in 
Madame Morntreville's family. Snug berth enough,” he 
concluded, ‘‘if shecan find the length of the old girl's foot.” 

This was all that could be made of Capstern; so 
Hartley was compelled to remain in a state of uncer- 
tainty until the next morning, when an _ explanation 
might be expectcd with Mcnie Gray in person. 


CHAP. XI. 


HE exact hour assigned, found Hartley at the 
door of the rich native merchant, who, having 
asm] Some reason for wishing to oblige the Begum 
Montreville, had relinquished, for her accommodation 
and that of her numerous retinuc, almost the whole of 
his large and sumptuous residence in the Black ‘Town of 
Madras, as that district of the city is called which the 
natives occupy. 

A domestic at the first summons ushered the visitor 
into an apartment, where he expected to be joined by 
Miss Gray. The room opened on one side into a small 
garden or parterre, filled with the brilliant-coloured 
flowers of Icastern climates ; in the midst of which the 
waters of a fountain rose upwards in a sparkling jet, and 
fell back again into a whitc marble cistern. 

A thousand dizzy recollections thronged on the mind 
of Hartley, whose early feelings towards the companion 
of his youth, if they had slumbered during distance and 
the various casualties of a busy life, were revived wlicn 

14d 





THE SURGEON’S DAUGHTER. 
he found himself placed so near her, and in circum- 
stances which interested from their unexpected occur- 
rence and mysterious character. A Step was heard—the 
door opened—a female appeared—but it was the portly 
form of Madame de Montreville. 

‘What do you please to want, sir?”’ said the lady ; 
‘‘that is, if you have found your tongue this morning, 
which you had lost yesterday.” 

‘‘] proposed myself the honour of waiting upon the 
young person whom I saw in your excellency’s company 
yesterday morning,” answered Hartley, with assumed 
respect. ‘‘I have had long the honour of being known 
to her in Europe, and 1 desire to offer my services to her 
in India.” 

‘*Much obliged—much obliged; but Miss Gray is 

‘@gone out, and does not return for one or two days. You 
nay leave your commands with me.” 

‘‘ Pardon me, madam,” rcplied Hartley ; ‘‘but I have 
some reason to hope you may be mistaken in this matter 
—And here comes the lady herself.” 

‘* iow is this, my dear?” said Mrs. Montreville, with 
unruffled front, to Menie, as she entered ; ‘‘are you not 
gone out for two or three days, as I tell this gentleman? 
—mais c'est égal—it is all one thing. Youwill say, How 
d'ye do, and good-bye, to Monsieur, who is so polite as 
to come to ask after our healths, and as he sees us both 
very well, he will go away home again.” 

‘‘I believe, madam,” said Miss Gray, withan appear- 
ance of effort, ‘‘that I must speak with this gentleman 
for a few minutes in private, if you will permit us.” 

‘‘ That is to say, get you gone? but 1 do not allow that 
—I do not like private conversation between young man 
and pretty young woman; cela n'est pas honnéte. It 
cannot be in my house.” 

‘‘It may be out of it, then, madam,” answered Miss 
Gray, not pettishly nor pertly, but with the utmost sim- 
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plicity.—‘‘ Mr. Hartley, will you step into that garden? 
and you, madam, may observe us from the window, if it 
be the fashion of the country to watch so closely.” 

As she spoke this she stepped through a lattice-door 
into the garden, and with an air so simple, that she 
seemed as if she wished to comply with her patroness’s 
ideas of decorum, though they appeared strange to her. 
The Queen of Sheba, notwithstanding her natural as- 
surance, was disconcerted by the composure of Miss 
Gray’s manner, and left the room, apparently in displea- 
sure. Menie turned back to the door which opened into 
the garden, and said in the same manner as before, but 
with less nonchalance,— 

*‘Tam sure I would not willingly break through the 
rules of a foreign country; but I cannot refuse myself 
the pleasure of speaking to so old a friend,—if indeed,’ 
she added, pausing and looking at Hartley, who was 
much embarrassd, ‘‘it be as much pleasure to Mr. 
Hartley as it is to me.” 

‘*It would have been,” said Hartley, scarce knowing 
what he said—‘‘it must be a pleasure to me in every cir- 
cumstance—But this extraordinary meeting—But your 
father "—— 

Menie Gray's handkerchief was at her eyes,— ‘‘ He is 
gone, Mr. Hartley. After he was left unassisted, his 
toilsome business became too much for him—he caught 
a cold which hung about him, as you know he was the 
last to attend to his own complaints, till it assumed a 
dangerous, and finally, a fatal character. I distress you, 
Mr. Hartley, but it becomes you well to be affected. 
My father loved you dearly.” 

‘Qh, Miss Gray !"’ said Hartley, ‘‘it should not have 
been thus with my excellent friend at the close of his 
useful and virtuous life—-Alas ! wherefore—the question 
bursts from me involuntarily—wherefore could you not 
have complied with his wishes ? wherefore '’—— 
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‘‘Do not ask me,” said she, stopping the question 
which was on his lips; ‘‘ we are not the formers of our 
own destiny. It is painful to talk on sucha subject ; 
but for once, and for ever, Iet me tell you that I should 
have done Mr. Hartley wrong, if, even to secure his 
assistance to my father, I had accepted his hand, while 
my wayward affections did not accompany the act.” 

‘‘But wherefore do I see you here, Menic?—Forgive 
me, Miss Gray, my tongue as well as my heart turns 
back to long-forgotten scenes—But why here—why with 
this woman ?” 

‘*She is not, indeed, everything that I expected,” 
answered Menie; ‘‘but I must not be prejudiced by 
foreign manners, after the step I have taken—She is, 
besides, attentive, and generous in her way, and I shall 
soon’’—she pauscd a moment, and then added, ‘' be 
under better protection.” 

‘‘That of Richard Middlemas,” said Hartley, with a 
faltering voice. 

‘‘T ought not, perhaps, to answer the question,” said 
Menie ; ‘‘ but l am a bad dissembler, and those whom I 
trust, I trust entirely. You have guessed right, Mr. 
Hartley,” she added, colouring a good deal; ‘‘ I have 
come hither to unite my fate to that of your old comrade.” 

‘*It is, then, just as I feared,’ exclaimed Hartley. 

“And why should Mr. Hartley fear?” said Menie 
Gray. ‘‘I used to think you too generous—surcly the 
quarrel which occurred long since ought not to perpetuate 
suspicion and resentment.” 

‘* At least, if the feeling of resentment remained in my 
own bosom, it would be the last I should intrude upon 
you, Miss Gray,” answered Hartley. ‘‘ But itis for you, 
and for you alone, that Iam watchful. This person— 
this gentleman whom you mean to intrust with your 
happiness—do you know where he is~and in what 
service 
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‘‘T know both, more distinctly perhaps than Mr. 
Hartley can do. Mr. Middlemas has erred greatly, aad 
has been severely punished. Rut it was not in the time 
of his exile and sorrow, that she who has plighted her 
faith to him should, with the flattering world, turn her 
back upon him. Besides, you have, doubtless, not 
heard of his hopes of being restored to his country and 
his rank ?” 

‘‘T have,” answered Hartley, thrown off his guard ; 
‘‘but I see not how he can deserve it, otherwise than by 
becoming a traitor to his new master, and thus rendcring 
himself even more unworthy of confidence than I hold 
him to be at this moment.” 

‘Tt is well that he hears you not,” answered Menie 
Gray, resenting, with natural fecling, the imputation on, 
her lover. Then, instantly softening her tone, she 
added, ‘‘ My voice ought not to aggravate, but to soothe 
your quarrel. Mr. Hiurtley, 1 plight my word to you that 
you do Richard wrong.” 

She said these words with affecting calmness, sup- 
pressing all appearance of that displeasure, of which she 
was evidently sensible, upon this depreciation of a beloved 
object. 

Hartley compelled himself to answer in the same 
Strain. 

‘*Miss Gray,” he said, ‘‘ your actions and motives 
will always be those of an angel; but let me entreat 
you to view this important matter with the eyes of 
worldly wisdom and prudence. Have you well weighed 
the risks attending the course which you are taking in 
favour of a man, who—nuay, I will not again offend you 
—may, I hope, deserve your favour ?"’ 

‘*When I wished to see you in this manner, Mr. 
Hartley, and declined a communication in public, where 
we could have had less freedom of conversation, it was 
with ue view of telling you everything. Some pain | 
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thought old recollections might give, but I trusted it 
would be momentary ; and, as 1 desire to retain your 
friendship, it is proper I should show that I still de- 
serve it. J must then first tell you my situation after 
my father’s death. In the world’s opinion, we were 
always poor, you know ; but in the proper sense I had 
not known what real poverty was, until I was placed in 
dependence upon a distant relation of my poor father, 
who made our relationship a reason for casting upon me 
all the drudgery of her household, while she would not 
allow that it gave me a claim to countenance, kindness, 
or anything but the relicf of my most pressing wants. 
In these circumstances I received from Mr. Middlemas a 
letter in which he related his fatal duel, and its conse- 
quence. He had not dared to write to me to share his 
misery—Now, when he was in a lucrative situation, 
under the patronage of a powerful prince, whose wisdom 
knew how to pnize and protect such Huropeans as en- 
tered his service—now, when he had every prospect of 
rendering our government such essential service by his 
interest with Hyder Ali, and might eventually nourish 
hopes of being permitted to return and stand his trial 
for the death of his commanding officer—now, he pressed 
me to come to India, and share his reviving fortunes, by 
accomplishing the engagement into which we had long 
ago entered. A considerable sum of money accompanied 
this letter. Mrs. Duffer was pointed out as a respectable 
woman, who would protect me during the passage. 
Mrs. Montreville, a lady of rank, having large posses- 
sions and high interest in the Mysore, would receive me 
on my arrival at Fort St. George, and conduct me safely 
to the dominions of Hyder. It was further recommended 
that, considering the peculiar situation of Mr. Middle- 
mas, his name should be concealed in the transaction, 
and that the ostensible cause of my voyage should be to 
fill an office in that lady’s family—What was I to do ?— 
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My duty to my poor father was ended, and my other 
friends considered the proposal as too advantageous to 
be rejected. The references given, the sum of moncy 
lodged, were considered as putting all scruples out of 
the question, and my immediate protectress and kins- 
woman was so earnest that I should accept of the offer 
made me, as to intimate that she would not encourage 
me to stand in my own light, by continuing to give me 
shelter and food (she gave me little more), if I was foolish 
enough to refuse compliance.” 

‘* Sordid wretch!” said Hartley, ‘‘ how little did she 
deserve such a charge !" 

‘*Let me speak a proud word, Mr. Hartley, and then 
you will not perhaps blame my relations so much. All 
their persuasions, and even their threats, would hava 
failed in inducing me to take a step, which has an 
appearance, at least, to which 1 found it difficult to 
reconcile myself. But I had loved Middlemas—I love 
him still—why should I deny it ?—and I have not hesi- 
tated to trust him. Had it not been for the small still 
voice which reminded me of my engagements, JT had 
maintained more stubbornly the pride of womanhood, 
and, as you would perhaps have recommended, I might 
have expected, at least, that my lover should have come 
to Britain in person, and might have had the vanity to 
think,” she added, smiling faintly, ‘‘that, if I were 
worth having, I was worth fetching.” 

‘*Yct now—even now,’ answered Hartley, ‘‘ be just 
to yourself while you are generous to your lover.—Nay, 
do not look angrily, but hear me. JI doubt the propriety 
of your being under the charge of this unsexed woman, 
who can no longer be termed a European. I have inte- 
rest enough with females of the highest rank in the settle- 
ment—this climate is that of generosity and hospitality 
—there is not one of them, who, knowing your character 
and history, will not desire to have you in her society, 
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and under her protection, until your lover shall be able 
to vindicate his title to your hand in the face of the world. 
—I myself will be no cause of suspicion to him, or of 
inconvenience to you, Menic. Let me but have your 
consent to the arrangement I propose, and the same 
moment that sees you under honourable and unsuspected 
protection, I will leave Madras, not to return till your 
destiny is in one way or other permanently fixed.” 

‘‘No, Hartley,” said Miss Gray. ‘‘It may, it must 
be, friendly in you thus to advise me; but it would be 
most base in me to advance my own affairs at the ex- 
pense of your prospects. Besides, what would this be 
but taking the chance of contingencies, with the view of 
sharing poor Middlemas’s fortunes should they prove 
prosperous, and casting him off should they be other- 
wise? ‘Tell me only, do you, of your own positive know- 
ledge, aver that you consider this woman as an unworthy 
and unfit protectress for so young a person as ] am?” 

‘‘Of my own knowledge I can say nothing; nay, I 
must own, that reports differ even concerning Mrs. Mon- 
treville’s character. But surely the mere suspicion ’—— 

‘‘The mere suspicion, Mr. Hartley, can have no 
weight with me, considering that I can oppose to it the 
testimony of the man with whom I am willing to share 
my future fortunes. You acknowledge the question is 
but doubtful, and should not the assertion of him of 
whom I think so highly decide my belief in a doubtful 
matter? What, indeed, must he be, should this Madame 
Montreville be other than he represented her ?”’ 

‘*What must he be, indeed!” thought Hartley in- 
ternally, but his lips uttered not the words. He looked 
down in a deep reverie, and at length started from it at 
the words of Miss Gray. 

‘‘It is time to remind you, Mr. Hartley, that we must 
needs part. God bless and preserve vou.” 

‘‘And you, dearest Menie,’’ exclaimed Hartley, as he 
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sunk on one knee, and pressed to his lips the hand which 
She held out tohim. ‘‘God bless you !—you must de- 
serve blessing. God protect you !—you must need pro- 
tection.—Oh, should things prove different from what 
you hope, send for me instantly, and, if man can aid 
you, Adam Hartley will !”’ 

He placed in her hand a card containing his address, 
He then rushed from the apartment. In the hall he met 
the lady of the mansion, who made him a haughty 
reverence in token of adieu, while a native servant of the 
upper class, by whom she was attended, made a low and 
reverential salam. 

Hartley hastened from the Black Town, more satisfied 
than before that some deceit was about to be practised 
towards Menie Gray—more determined than ever to 
exert himself for her preservation ; yet more completely 
perplexed, when he began to consider the doubtful cha- 
racter of the danger to which she might be exposed, and 
the scanty means of protection which she had to oppose 
to it. 


CHAP. XII. 


1S Hartley left the apartment in the house of 
Ram Sing Cottah by one mode of exit, Miss 

Bem) Gray retired by another to an apartment destined 
for her private use. She, too, had reason for secret and 
anxious reflection, since all her love for Middlemas, and 
her full confidence in his honour, could not entirely con- 
quer her doubts concerning the character of the person 
whom he had chosen for her temporary protectress. 
And yet she could not rest these doubts upon anything 
distinctly conclusive; it was rather a dislike of her 
patroness’s general manners, and a disgust at her mascu- 
line notions and expressions, that displeased her, than 
anything else. 
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Meantime, Madame Morntreville, followed by her black 
domestic, entered the apartment where Hartley and 
Menie had just parted. It appeared, from the conver- 
sation which follows, that they had from some place of 
concealment overheard the dialogue we have narrated in 
the former chapter. 

‘‘It is good luck, Sadoc,’’ said the lady, '‘ that there 
is in this world the great fool.” 

‘‘And the great villain,” answered Sadoc, in good, 
English, but in a most sullen tone. 

‘‘This woman, now,” continued the lady, ‘‘is what in 
Frangistan you call an angel.” 

“Ay, and I have seen those in Hindostan you may 
well call devil.” 
eo ‘‘l am sure that this—how you call him—Hartley is a 
meddling devil. For what has he to do? She will not 
have any of him. What is his business who has her? 
I wish we were well up the Ghauts again, my dear 
Sadoc.” 

‘‘For my part,” answered the slave, ‘‘ I am half deter- 
mined never to ascend the Ghauts more. Hark you, 
Adela, I begin to sicken of the plan we have laid. This 
creature's confiding purity —call her angel or woman, as 
you will—makes my practices appear too vile, even in 
my own eyes, I feel myself unfit to be your companion 
farther in the daring paths which you pursue. Let us 
part, and part friends.”’ 

‘¢ Amen, coward. But the woman remains with me,” 
answered the Queen of Sheba. 

‘With thee!" replied the seeming black—'‘ never. 
No, Adela. She is under the shadow of the British flag, 
and she shall experience its protection.” 

‘* Yes—and what protection will it afford to you your- 
self?” retorted the Amazon, ‘‘ What if I should clap 
my hands, and command a score of my black servants 
to bind you like a sheep, and then send word ao the 
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Governor of the Presidency that one Richard Middle- 
mas, who had been guilty of mutiny, murder, desertion, 
and serving of the enemy against his countrymen, is 
here, at Ram Sing Cottah’'s house, in the disguise of a 
black servant?'’ Middlemas covered his face with his 
hands, while Madame Montreville proceeded to load 
him with reproaches.—‘‘ Yes,’’ she said, ‘‘slave and son 
of a slave! Since you wear the dress of my household, 
ou shall obey me as fully as the rest of them, otherwise, 
—whips, fetters,—the scatfold, renegade,—the gallows, 
murderer! Dost thou dare to reflect on the abyss of 
miscry from which I raised thee, to share my wealth and 
my affections? Dost thou not remember that the picture 
of this pale, cold, unimpassioned girl was then so in- 
different to thee, that thou didst sacrifice it as a tribute 
due to the benevolence of her who relieved thee, to the 
affection of her who, wretch as thou art, condescended 
to love thee?” 

‘* Yes, fell woman,” answered Middlemas, ‘‘ but was 
it I who encouraged the young tyrant’s outrageous 
passion for a portrait, or who formed the abominable 
plan of placing the original within his power?” 

‘‘No—for to do so required brain and wit. But it 
was thine, flimsy villain, to execute the device which a 
bolder genius planned ; it was thine to entice the woman 
to this foreign shore, under pretence of a love, which, on 
thy part, cold-blooded miscreant, never had existed.” 

‘* Peace, screech-owl !"" answered Middlemas, ‘‘ nor 
drive me to such madness as may lead me to forget thou 
art 2 woman.” 

‘‘A woman, dastard! Is this thy pretext for sparing 
me ?—what, then, art thou, who tremblest at a woman's 
Jooks, a woman's word ?>—I am a woman, renegade, but 
one who wears a dagger, and despises alike thy strength 
and thy courage. I am a woman who has looked on 
more dying men than thou hast killed deer and ante- 
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lopes. Thou must traffic for greatness ?—thou hast 
thrust thyself, like a five ycars’ child, into the rough 
sports of men, and wilt only be borne down and 
crushed for thy pains. Thou wilt be a double traitor, 
forsooth—betray thy betrothed to the Prince, in order 
to obtain the means of betraying the Prince to the 
English, and thus gain thy pardon from thy country- 
men. But me thou shalt not betray. I will not be 
made the tool of thy ambition—I will not give thee the 
aid of my treasures and my soldiers, to be sacrificed at 
last to this northern icicle. No, I will watch thee as the 
fiend watches the wizard. Show but a symptom of 
betraying me while we are here, and I denounce thee 
to the English, who might pardon the successful villain, 

ut not him who can only offer prayers for his life, in 
place of useful services. Let me see thee flinch when 
we are beyond the Ghauts, and the Nawaub shall know 
thy intrigues with the Nizam and the Mahrattas, and 
thy resolution to dchver up Bangalore to the English, 
when the imprudence of Tippoo shall have made thee 
Killedar. Go where thou wilt, slave, thou shalt find me 
thy mistress.” 

‘‘ And a fair though an unkind one,” said the counter- 
feit Sadoc, suddenly changing his tone to an affectation 
of tenderness. ‘‘It is true I pity this unhappy woman ; 
true I would save her if I could—but most unjust to sup- 
pose I would in any circumstances prefer her to my 
Nourjehan, my lhght of the world, my Mootee Mahul, 
my pearl of the palace "—— 

‘‘ All false coin and empty compliment,” said the 
Begum. ‘‘ Let me hear, in two brief words, that you 
leave this woman to my disposal.” 

‘* But not to be interred alive under your seat, like the 
Circassian of whom you were jealous," said Middlemas, 
shuddering. 

‘*No, fool ; her lot shall not be worse than that of 
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being the favourite of a prince Hast thou, fugitive and 
criminal as thou art, a better fate to offer her? ’ 

‘‘ But,” replied Middlemas, blushing even through his 
base disguise at the consciousness of his abyect conduct, 
‘*T will have no force on her inclinations.” 

‘*Such truce she shall have as the laws of the Zenana 
allow,’’ replied the female tyrant ‘'A week 1s long 
enough for her to determine whether she will be the 
willing mistress of a princely and generous lover.” 

‘* Ay,” said Richard, ‘‘and before that week expires” 
—-—He stopped short. 

‘‘What will happen before the week expires?” said 
the Begum Montreville. 

‘‘No matter—nothing of consequence. I leave the 
woman’s fate with you ’ 

‘©’T1s well—we march to-night on our return, so soon 
as the moon rises, Give orders to our retinue.’ 

‘‘To hear 1s to obey,” rephed the sceming slave, and 
left the apartment. 

The eyes of the Begum remained fixed on the door 
through which he had passed = ‘‘ Villaan—double-dyed 
villain,” she said, ‘‘ I see thy drift , thou wouldst betray 
Tippoo, in policy alike and in love But me thou canst 
not betray,—Ho, there, who waits? Let a trusty mes- 
senger be ready to set off instantly with letters, which I 
will presently make ready Hus departure must be a 
secret to every one—And now shall this pale phantom 
soon know her destiny, and learn what it 1s to have 
rivalled Adela Montreville.”’ 

While the Amazonian Princess meditated plans of 
vengeance against her innocent rival and the guilty 
lover, the latter plotted as deeply for his own purposes. 
He had waited until such brief twilght as India enjoys 
rendered his disguise complete, then set out in haste for 
the part of Madras inhabited by the Europeans, or, as 1t 
is termed, Fort St. George. 
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‘*I will save her yet,” he said ; ‘‘ere Tippoo can seize 
his prize, we will raise around his ears a storm which 
would drive the God of War from the arms of the God- 
dess of Beauty. ‘The trap shall close its fangs upon this 
Indian tiger, ere he has time to devour the bait which 
enticed him into the snare.” 

While Middlemas cherished these hopes, he ap- 
proached the Residency. The sentinel on duty stopped 
him, as of course, but he was in possession of the 
countersign, and centered without opposition. He 
rounded the building in which the President of the 
Council resided, an able and active, but unconscientious 
man, who, neither in his own affairs, nor in those of the 
Company, was supposed to embarrass himself much 

out the means which he used to attain his object. A 
tap at a small postern gate was answered by a black 
slave, who admittcd Middlemas to that necessary appur- 
tenance of every government, a back stair, which, in its 
turn, conducted him to the office of the Bramin Paupiah, 
the Dubash or steward of the great man, and by whose 
means chiefly he communicated with the native courts, 
and carried on many mystcrious intrigues, which he 
did not communicate to his brethren at the council- 
board. 

It is perhaps justice to the guilty and unhappy 
Middlemas to suppose, that if the agency of a British 
officer had been employed, he might have been induced 
to throw himself on his mercy, might have explained the 
whole of his nefarious bargain with Tippoo, and, re- 
nouncing his guilty projects of ambition, might have 
turned his whole thoughts upon saving Menie Gray, ere 
she was transported beyond the reach of British pro- 
tection. But the thin dusky form which stood before 
him, wrapped in robes of muslin embroidered with gold, 
was that of Paupiah, known as a master-counsellor of 
dark projects, an Oriental Machiavel, whose premature 
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wrinkles were the result of many an intrigue, in which 
the existence of the poor, the happiness of the rich, the 
honour of men, and the chastity of women, had been 
sacrificed without scruple, to attain some private or 
political advantage. We did not even inquire by what 
means the renegade Briton proposed to acquire that in- 
fluence with Tippoo Which might enable him to betray 
him—he only desired to be assured that the fact was 
real, 

‘‘You speak at the risk of your head, if you deceive 
Paupiah, or make Paupiah the means of deceiving his 
master. I know, so does all Madras, that the Nawaub 
has placed his young son, Tippoo, as Vicc-Regent of his 
newly-conquered territory of Bangalore, which Hyder 
hath lately added to his dominions. But that Tippgo 
should bestow the government of that important place 
on an apostate Feringi, seems more doubtful.” 

‘“Tippoo is young,” answered Middlemas, ‘‘ and 
to youth the temptation of the passions is what a lily 
on the surface of the lake is to childhood—they will 
risk life to reach it, though, when obtained, it is of 
little value. Tippoo has the cunning of his father 
and his military talents, but he lacks his cautious 
wisdom.” 

‘* Thou speakest truth—but when thou art Governor 
of Bangalore, hast thou forces to hold the placc till thou 
art relieved by the Mahrattas, or by the British?” 

‘‘Doubt it not—the soldiers of the Begum Mootee 
Mahul, whom the Europeans call Montreville, are less 
hers than mine. I am myself her Bukshee, [General, ] 
and her Sirdars are at my devotion. With these l 
could keep Bangalore for two months, and the British 
army may be before it in a week. What do you 
risk by advancing General Smith's army nearer to the 
frontier?” 

‘‘We risk a settled peace with Hyder,” answered 
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Paupiah, ‘‘ for which he has made advantageous offers. 
Yet I say not but thy plan may be most advantageous. 
Thou sayest Tippoo's treasures are in the fort?” 

‘‘ His treasures and his Zenana; I may even be able 
to secure his person.” 

‘‘That were a goodly pledge,” answered the Hindoo 
minister. 

‘‘And you consent that the treasures shall be divided 
to the last rupee, as in the scroll?” 

‘‘The share of Paupiah’s master is too small,” said 
the Bramin ; ‘‘and the name of Paupiah is unnoticed.” 

‘‘The share of the Begum may be divided between 
Paupiah and his master,’’ answered Middlemas. 

‘‘ But the Begum will expect her proportion,” replied 
Paupiah. 
® «‘Let me alone to deal with her,” said Middlemas. 
‘‘Before the blow is struck, she shall not know of our 
private treaty, and afterwards her disappointment will be 
of little consequence. And now, remember my stipula- 
tions—my rank to be restored—my full pardon to be 
granted.” 

‘‘ Ay,” replied Paupiah, cautiously, ‘‘should you 
succeed. But were you to betray what has here passed, 
I will find the dagger of a Lootie which shall reach thee, 
wert thou sheltered under the folds of the Nawaub's 
garment. In the meantime, take this missive, and when 
you are in possession of Bangalore, despatch it to General 
Smith, whose division shall have orders to approach as 
near the fronticrs of Mysore as may be, without causing 
suspicion.” 

Thus parted this worthy pair; Paupiah to report to 
his principal the progress of these dark machinations, 
Middlemas to join the Begum, on her return to the 
Mysore. The gold and diamonds of Tippoo, the im- 
portance which he was about to acquire, the ridding 
himself at once of the capricious authority of the irrit- 
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able Tippoo, and the troublesome claims of the Begum, 
were such agreeable subjects of contemplation, that he 
scarcely thought of the fate of his European victim, un- 
less to salve his conscience with the hope that the sole 
injury she could sustain might be the alarm of a few 
days, during the course of which he would acquire the 
means of delivering her from the tyrant in whose Zenana 
she was to remain a temporary prisoner. He resolved, 
at the same time, to abstain from seeing her till the 
moment he could afford her protection, justly consider- 
ing the danger which his whole plan might incur, if he 
again awakened the jealousy of the Begum. This he 
trusted was now asleep; and, in the course of their 
return to Tippoo’s camp, near Bangalore, it was his 
study to soothe this ambitious and crafty female b 

blandishments, intermingled with the more splendit 
prospects of wealjh and power to be opened to them 
both, as he pretended, by the success of his present 
enterprise. 


CHAP. XIII. 










meee TT appears that the jealous and tyrannical Begum 
» I: fj did not long suspend her purpose of agonising 
ieee) her rival by acquainting her with her intended 
fate. By prayers or rewards, Menie Gray prevailed on 
a servant of Ram Sing Cottah to deliver to Hartley the 
following distracted note :— 








‘‘ All is true your fears forctold—He has delivered me 
up to a cruel woman, who threatens to sell me to the 
tyrant Tippoo. Save me if you can—if you have 
not pity, or cannot give me aid, there is none left upon 
earth.—M. G.” 


The haste with which Dr. Hartley sped to the fort, 
160 


THE SURGEON’S DAUGHTER. 
and demanded an audience of the Governor, was defeated 
by the delays interposed by Paupiah. 

It did not suit the plans of this artful Hindoo, that 
any interruption should be opposed to the departure of 
the Begum and her favourite, considering how much the 
plans of the last corresponded with hisown. Heaffected 
incredulity on the charge, when Hartley complained of 
an I<nglishwoman being detaimed in the train of the 
Begum against her consent, treated the complaint of 
Miss Gray as the result of some female quarrel unworthy 
of particular attention, and when at length he took some 
steps for examining farther into the matter, he contrived 
they should be so tardy, that the Begum and her retinue 
were far beyond the reach of interruption. 

Hartley let his indignation betray him into reproaches 
against Paupiah, in which his principal was not spared. 
‘This only served to give the impassible Bramin a prc- 
text for excluding him from the Residency, with a hint, 
that if his language continued to be of such an impru- 
dent character, he might expect to be removed from 
Madras, and stationed at some hill-fort or village among 
the mountains, where his medical knowledge would find 
full exercise in protecting himself and others from the 
unhealthiness of the climate. 

As he retired, bursting with ineffectual indignation, 
Esdale was the first person whom Hartley chanced to 
meet with, and to him, stung with impatience, he com- 
municated what he termed the infamous conduct of 
the Governor's Dubash, connived at, as he had but 
too much reason to suppose, by the Governor himself ; 
exclaiming against the want of spirit which they betrayed, 
in abandoning a British subject to the fraud of renegades, 
and the force of a tyrant. 

Esdale listened with that sort of anxicty which prudent 
men betray when they feel themselves like to be drawn 
into trouble by the discourse of an imprudent friend, 
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‘‘If you desire to be personally righted in this 
matter,” said he at length, ‘‘ you must apply to Leaden- 
hall Street, where I suspect—betwixt ourselves—com- 
plaints are accumulating fast, both BEAMS Paupiah and 
his master.” 

‘‘I care for neither of them,” said Hartley ; ‘‘T need 
no personal redress—I desire none—I only want succour 
for Menie Gray.”’ 

‘‘In that case,” said Esdale, ‘‘ you have only one 
resource—you must apply to Hyder himself ”"—— 

‘*To Hyder—to the usurper—the tyrant?” 

‘*Yes, to this usurper and tyrant,” answered Esdale, 
‘you must be contented to apply. His pride is, to be 
thought a strict administrator of justice ; and perhaps 
he may on this, as on other occasions, choose to display 
himself in the light of an impartial magistrate.” 

‘‘Then I go to demand justice at his footstool,’ said 
Hartley. 

‘* Not so fast, my dear Hartley,” answered his friend ; 
‘‘first consider the risk. Hyder is just by reflection, 
and perhaps from political considerations; but by 
temperament, his blood is as unruly as ever beat under 
a black skin, and if you do not find him in the vein of 
judging, he is likely cnough to be in that of killing. 
Stakes and bowstrings are as frequently in his head as 
the adjustment of the scales of justice.” 

‘‘No matter—I will instantly present myself at his 
Durbar. The Governor cannot for very shame refuse 
me letters of credence.”’ 

‘‘Never think of asking them,” said his more experi- 
enced friend; ‘‘it would cost Paupiah little to have 
them so worded as to induce Hyder to rid our sable 
Dubash, at once and for ever, of the sturdy free-spoken 
Dr. Adam Hartley. A Vakcel, or messenger of govern- 
ment, sets out to-morrow for Scringapatam ; contrive 
to join him on the road, his passport will protect you 
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both. Do you know none of the chiefs about Hyder’s 
person?” 

‘*None, excepting his late emissary to this place, 
Barak el Hadgi,” answered Hartley. 

‘* His support,” said Esdale, ‘‘ although only a Fakir, 
may be as effectual as that of persons of more essential 
consequence. And, to say the truth, where the caprice 
of a despot is the question in debate, there is no knowing 
upon what it is best to reckon.—Take my advice, my 
dear Hartley, leave this poor girl to her fate. After all, 
by placing yourself in an attitude of endeavouring to save 
her, it is a hundred to one that you only ensure your 
own destruction.” 

Hartley shook his head, and bade Fsdale hastily fare- 
qell ; leaving him in the happy and sclf-applauding state 
of mind proper to one who has given the best advice 
possible to a friend, and may conscientiously wash his 
hands of all consequences. 

Having furnished himself with money, and with the 
attendance of three trusted native servants, mounted like 
himself on Arab horses, and carrying with them no tent, 
and very little baggage, the anxious Hartley lost not a 
moment in taking the road to Mysore, endeavouring, in 
the meantime, by recollecting every story he had ever 
heard of Hyder’s justice and forbearance, to assure him- 
self that he should find the Nawaub disposed to protect 
a helpless female, even against the future heir of his 
empire. 

Before he crossed the Madras territory, he overtook 
the Vakeel, or messenger of the British Government, of 
whom Esdale had spoken. This man, accustomed for 
a sum of moncy to permit adventurous European traders 
who desired to visit Hyder's capital, to share his pro- 
tection, passport, and escort, was not disposed to refuse 
the same good office to a gentleman of credit at Madras ; 
and, propitiated by an additional gratuity, undertook to 
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travel as speedily as possible. It was a journey which 
was not prosecuted without much fatigue and consider- 
able danger, as they had to traverse a country frequently 
exposed to all the evils of war, more especially when 
they approached the Ghauts, those tremendous mountain- 
passes which descend from the table-land of Mysore, 
and through which the mighty streams that arise in the 
centre of the Indian peninsula find their way to the 
ocean. 

The sun had set ere the party reached the foot of one 
of these perilous passes, up which lay the road. to 
Seringapatam. <A narrow path, which in summer re- 
sembled an empty watercourse, winding upwards among 
immense rocks and precipices, was at one time com- 
pletely overshadowed by dark groves of teak-trees, and 
at another found its way beside impenctrable jungles, the 
habitation of jackals and tigers, 

By means of this unsocial path the travellers threaded 
their way in silence,—Hartley, whose impatience kept 
him before the Vakeel, eagerly inquiring when the moon 
would enlighten the darkness, which, after the sun's dis- 
appearance, closed fast around them. He was answered 
by the natives, according to their usual mode of expres- 
sion, that the moon was in her dark side, and that he 
was not to hope to bchold her bursting through a cloud 
to illuminate the thickets and strata of black and slaty 
rocks, amongst which they were winding. llartley had 
therefore no resource, save to keep his eye steadily fixed 
on the lighted match of the Sowar, or horseman, who 
rode before him, which, for sufficient reasons, was always 
kept in readiness to be applicd to the priming of the 
matchlock. The vidette, on his part, kept a watchful 
eye on the Dowrah, a guide supplied at the last village, 
who, having got more than half-way from his own house, 
was much to be suspected of meditating how to escape 
the trouble of going farther.* 
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The Dowrah, on the other hand, conscious of the 
lighted match and loaded gun behind him, holloed 
from time to time to show that he was on his duty, and 
to accclerate the march of the travellers. His cries were 
answered by an occasional ejaculation of Ulla from the 
black soldiers, who closed the rear, and who were medi- 
tating on former adventures, the plundering of a Kafila: 
(party of travelling merchant), or some such exploit, or 
perhaps reflecting that a tiger, in the neighbouring 
jungle, might be watching patiently for the last of the 
party, in order to spring upon him, according to his 
usual practice. 

The sun, which appeared almost as suddenly as it had 
left them, served to light the travellers in the remainder 
¢ the ascent, and called forth from the Mahomedans 

elonging to the party the morning prayer of Alla Akber, 
which resounded in long notes among the rocks and 
ravines, and they continucd with better advantage their 
forced march until the pass opened upon a boundless 
extent of jungle, with a single high mud fort rising 
through the midst of it. Upon this plain rapine and 
war had suspended the labours of industry, and the rich 
vegetation of the soil had in a few vears converted a 
fertile champaign country into an almost impenetrable 
thicket. Accordingly, the banks of a small nullah, or 
brook, were covered with the footmarks of tigers and 
other animals of prey. 

Here the travellers stopped to drink, and to refresh 
themselves and their horses; and it was near this spot 
that Hartley saw a sight which forced him to compare 
the subject which engrossed his own thoughts with the 
distress that had afflicted another. 

At a spot not far distant from the brook, the guide 
called thcir attention to a most wretched-looking man, 
overgrown with hair, who was seated on the skin of a 
tiger. His body was covered with mud and ashes, his 
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skin sun-burnt, his dress a few wretched tatters, He 
appeared not to observe the approach of the strangers, 
neither moving nor speaking a word, but remaining with 
his eyes fixed on a small and rude tomb, formed of the 
black slate stones which lay around, and exhibiting a 
small recess foralamp. As they approached the man, 
and placed before him a rupee or two, and some rice, 
they observed that a tiger’s skull and bones lay beside 
him, with a sabre almost consumed by rust. 

While they gazed on this miserable object, the guide 
acquainted them with his tragical history. Sadhu Sing 
had been a Sipahec, or soldier, and frecbooter of course, 
the native and the pride of a half-ruined village which 
they had passed on the preceding day. He was betrothed 
to the daughter of a Sipahee who served in the mud fort 
which they saw at a distance rising above the jungle. In 
due time, Sadhu, with his friends, came for the purpose 
of the marriage, and to bring home the bride. She was 
mounted on a Tatoo, a small horse belonging to the 
country, and Sadhu and his friends preceded her on 
foot, in all their joy and pride. As they approached the 
nullah near which the travellers were resting, there was 
heard a dreadful roar, accompanied by a shriek of agony. 
Sadhu Sing, who instantly turned, saw no trace of his 
bride, save that her horse ran wild in one direction, 
whilst in the other the long grass and reeds of the jungle 
were moving like the ripple of the ocean, when distorted 
by the course of a shark holding its way near the surface. 
Sadhu drew his sabre and rushed forward in that direc- 
tion; the rest of the party remained motionless until 
roused by a short roar of agony. They then plunged 
into the jungle with their drawn weapons, where they 
speedily found Sadhu Sing holding in his arms the life- 
less corpse of his bride, where a little farther lay the body 
of the tiger, slain by such a blow over the neck as des- 
peration itself could alone have discharged.—The bride- 
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less bridegroom would permit none to interfere with his 
sorrow. He dug a grave for his Mora, and erected over 
it the rude tomb they saw, and never afterwards left the 
spot. The beasts of prey themselves seemed to respect 
or dread the extremity of his sorrow. His friends brought 
him food and water from the nullah, but he neither smiled 
nor showed any mark of acknowledgment, unless when 
they brought him flowers to deck the grave of Mora. 
Four or five years, according to the guide, had passed 
away, and there Sadhu Sing still remained among the 
trophies of his grief and his vengeance, exhibiting all the 
symptoms of advanced age, though still in the prime of 
youth. The tale hastened the travellers from their resting- 
place ; the Vakeel because it reminded him of the dangers 
of the jungle, and Hartley because it coincided too well 
with the probable fate of his beloved, almost within the 
grasp of a more formidable tiger than that whose skeleton 
lay beside Sadhy Sing. 

It was at the mud fort already mentioned that the 
travellers received the first accounts of the progress of 
the Begum and her party, by a Peon (or foot-soldier) 
who had been in their company, but was now on his 
return to the coast. Thev had travelled, he said, with 
great speed, until they ascended the Ghauts, where they 
were joined by a party of the Begum’s own forces ; and 
he and others, who had been brought from Madras as a 
temporary escort, were paid and dismissed to their homes. 
After this, he understood it was the purpose of the Begum 
Mootee Mahul, to proceed by slow marches and frequent 
halts to Bangalore, the vicinity of which place she did 
not desire to reach until Prince Tippoo, with whom she 
desired an interview, should have returned from an ex- 
pedition towards Vandicotta, in which he had lately been 
engaged. 

From the result of his anxious inquiries, Hartley had 
reason to hope, that though Seringapatam was seventy- 
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five miles more to the eastward than Bangalore, yct, by 
using diligence, he might have time to throw himself at 
the feet of Hyder, and beseech his interposition, before 
the meeting betwixt Tippoo and the Begum should 
decide the fate-of Menie Gray. On the other hand, he 
trembled as the Peon told him that the Begum’s Buk- 
shee, or General, who had travelled te Madras with her 
in disguise, had now assumed the dress and character 
belonging to his rank, and it was expected he was to be 
honoured by the Mahomedan Prince with some high 
office of dignity. With still deeper anxiety, he learned 
that a palanquin, watched with sedulons care by the 
slaves of Oricntal jealousy, contained, it was whispered, 
a Feringi, or Frankish woman, beautiful as a Houri, 
who had been brought from England by the Begum, ag 
a present to Tippoo. ‘The decd of villany was therefore” 
in full train to be accomplished; it remained to see 
whether, by diligence on Hartley's side, its course could 
be interrupted. 

When this eager vindicator of betrayed. innocence 
arrived in the capital of Hyder, it may be believed that 
he consumed no time in viewing the temple of the cele- 
brated Vishnoo, or in surveying the splendid Gardens 
called Loll-bang, which were the monument of Hyder’s 
magnificence, and now hold his mortal remains. On 
the contrary, he was no sooner arrived in the city, than 
he hastened to the principal Mosque, having no doubt 
that he was there most likely to learn some tidings of 
Barak el Hadgi. He approached accordingly the sacred 
spot, and as to enter it would have cost a Feringi his 
life, he employed the agency df a devout Mussulman to 
obtain information concerning the person whom he 
sought. He was not long in learning that the Fakir 
Barak was within the Mosquc, as he had anticipated, 
busied with his holy office of reading passages from the 
Koran, and its most improved commentators. ‘To inter- 
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rupt him in his devout task was impossible, and it was 
only by a high bribe that he could prevail on the same 
Moslem whom he had before employed, to slip into the 
sleeve of the holy man’s robe a paper containing his 
name, and that of the Khan in which the Vakeel had 
taken up his residence. The agent brought back for 
answer, that the Fakir, immersed, as was to be expected, 
in the holy service which he was in the act of discharg- 
ing, had paid no visible attention to the symbol of inti- 
mation which the Feringi Sahib (European gentleman) 
had sent to him. Distracted with the loss of time, of 
which each moment was precious, Hartley next endea- 
voured to prevail on the Mussulman to interrupt the 
Fakir’s devotions with a verbal message ; but the man 
gas indignant at the very proposal. 

‘* Dog of a Christian!" he said, ‘‘ what art thou and 
thy whole generation, that Barak el Hadgi should lose a 
divine thought for the sake of an infidel like thee ?” 

Exasperated beyond self-possession, the unfortunate 
Hartley was now about to intrude upon the precincts of 
the Mosque in person, in hopes of interrupting the formal 
prolonged recitation which issued from its recesses, 
when an old man laid his hand on his shoulder, and 
prevented him from a rashness which might have cost 
him his life, saying, at the same time, ‘‘ You are a Sahib 
Angrezie (English gentleman) ; 1 have been a Telinga (a 
private soldier) in the Company's service, and I haveeaten 
their salt. I will do your errand for you to the Fakir 
Barak el Hadgi.”’ 

So saying, he entered the Mosque, and presently 
returned with the Fakir’s answer, in these enigmatical 
words :—-‘‘ He who would see the sun rise must watch 
till the dawn.” 

With this poor subject of consolation, Hartley retired 
to his inn, to meditate on the futility of the professions 
of the natives, and to devise some other mode of finding 
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access to* Hyder than that which he had hitherto trusted 
to. On this point, however, he lost all hope, being 
informed by his late fellow-traveller, whom he found at 
the Khan, that the Nawaub was absent from the city on 
a secret expedition, which might detain him for two or 
three days. This was the answer which the Vakeel 
himself had received from the Dewan, with a further 
intimation, that he must hold himself ready, when he 
was required, to deliver his credentials to Prince Tippoo, 
instead of the Nawaub ; his business being referred to 
the former, in a way not very promising for the success 
of his mission. 

Hartley was now nearly thrown into despair. He 
applied to more than one officer supposed to have credit 
with the Nawaub; but the slightest hint of the nature 
of his business secmced to strike all with terror. Not one 
of the persons he applied to would engage in the affair, 
or even consent to give it a hearing; and the Dewan 
plainly told him, that to engage in opposition to Prince 
‘Tippoo's wishes, was the ready way to destruction, and 
exhorted him to return to the coast. Driven almost 
to distraction by his various failures, Hartley betook 
himself in the evening to the Khan. The call of the 
Muezzins, thundering from the minarets, had invited 
the faithful to prayers, whena black servant about fifteen 
years old stood before Hartley, and pronounced these 
words, deliberately, and twice over,—'' Thus says Barak 
el Hadgi, the watcher in the Mosque: He that would see 
the sun rise, let him turn towards the east.” He then 
left the caravanserai ; and it may be well supposed that 
Hartley, starting from the carpet on which he had lain 
down to repose himself, followed his youthful guide with 
renewed vigour and palpitating hope. 
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CHAP. XIV. 


"Twas the hour when rites unholy 
Call’d each Paynine voice to prayer, 
And the star that faded slowly, 
Left to dews the freshen'd air. 


Day his sultry fires had wasted, 
Calm and cool the moonbeams shone 3 
To the Visier's lofty palace 
One bold Christian came alone. 
Tuomas CAMPBELL. Quoted from memory. 














Eta HE twilight darkened into night so fast, that it 
Be was only by his white dress that Hartley could 

ee.) discern his guide, as he tripped along the splendid 
®azaar of the city. But the obscurity was so far favour- 
able, that it prevented the inconvenient attention which 
the natives might otherwise have bestowed upon the 
‘European in his native dress, a sight at that time very 
rare in Seringapatam. 

The various turnings and windings through which he 
was conducted ended at a small door in a wall, which, 
from the branches that hung over it, seemed to surround 
a garden or grove. 

The postern opened on a tap from his guide, and the 
slave having entered, Hartley prepared to follow, but 
stepped back as a gigantic African brandished at his 
head a scimitar three fingers broad. ‘The young slave 
touched his countryman with a rod which he held in his 
hand, and it seemed as if the touch disabled the giant, 
whose arm and weapon sunk instantly. Hartley entered 
without farther opposition, and was now in a grove of 
mango-trees, through which an infant moon was twink- 
ling faintly amid the murmur of waters, the sweet song 
of the nightingale, and the odours of the rose, yellow 
jasmine, orange and citron flowers, and Persian nar- 
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cissus. Huge domes and arches, which were seen im- 
perfectly in the quivering light, seemed to intimate the 
neighbourhood of some sacred edifice, where the Fakir 
had doubtless taken up his residence. 

Hartley pressed on with as much haste as he could, 
and entered a side-door and narrow vaulted passage, at 
the end of which was another door. Here his guide 
stopped, but pointed and made indications that the 
European should enter. Hartley did so, and found 
himself in a small cell, such as we have formerly de- 
scribed, wherein sate Barak el Hadgi, with another 
}akir, who, to judge from the extreme dignity of a white 
beard, which ascended up to his eyes on each side, 
must be a man of great sanctity as well as importance. 

Hurtley pronounced the usual salutation of Salam 
Alaikum in the most modest and deferential tone ; but 
his former friend was so far from responding in their 
former strain of intimacy, that, having consulted the eye 
of his older companion, he barely pointed to a third 
carpet, upon which the stranger seated himself cross- 
legged after the country fashion, and a profound silence 
prevailed for the space of several minutes. Hartley 
knew the Oriental customs too well to endanger the 
success of his suit by precipitation. Ife waited an inti- 
mation to speak. At length it came, and from Barak. 

‘* When the pilgrim Barak,” he said, ‘‘dwelt at 
Madras, he had eves and a tongue; but now he is 
guided by those of his father, the holy Scheik Hali ben 
Khaledoun, the superior of his convent.” 

This extreme humility Hartley thought inconsistent 
with the affectation of possessing superior influence, 
which Barak had shown while at the Presidency ; but 
exaggeration of their own consequence is a foible conmon 
to all who find themsclves in a land of strangers. 
Addressing the senior Fakir, therefore, he told him in as 
few words as possible the villanous plot which was laid 
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to betray Menie Gray into the hands of the Princc 
Tippoo. He made his suit for the reverend father's 
intercession with the Prince himself, and with his father 
the Nawaub, in the most persuasive terms. ‘The Fakir 
listened to him with an inflexible and immovable aspect, 
similar to that with which a wooden saint regards his 
eager supplicants. There was a second pause, when, 
after resuming his pleading more than once, Hartley was 
at length compelled to end it for want of matter. 

The silence was broken by the elder Fakir, who, after 
shooting a glance at his younger companion by a turn 
of the eye, without the Icast alteration of the position of 
the head and body, said, ‘‘ The unbeliever has spoken 
like a poet. But does he think that the Nawaub Khan 
Hyder Ali Bahaudcr will contest with his son Tippoo 
the victorious, the possession of an infidel slave ?”’ 

Hartley reccived at the same time a side glance from 
Barak, as if encouraging him to plead his own cause. 
He suffered a minute to elapse, and then replied, — 

‘«’The Nawaub is in the place of the Prophet, a judge 
over the low as well as high. It is written, that when 
the Prophet decided a controversy between the two 
sparrows concerning a grain of rice, his wife Fatima said 
to him, ‘Doth the missionary of Allah well to bestow 
his time in distributing justice on a matter so slight, 
and between such despicable litigants?’ — ‘Know, 
woman,’ answered the Prophet, ‘that the sparrows and 
the grain of rice are the creation of Allah. ‘They are 
not worth more than thou hast spoken ; but justice is a 
treasure of inestimable price, and it must be imparted 
by him who holdeth power to all who require it at his 
hand. The Prince doth the will of Allah, who gives it 
alike in small matters as in great, and tu the poor as 
well as the powerful. To the hungry bird a grain of 
rice is as a chaplet of pearls to a sovercign.'—I have 
spoken.” 
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‘* Bismallah !—Praised be God! he hath spoken like 
a Moullah,” said the elder Fakir, with a little more 
emotion, and some inclination of his head towards 
Barak, for on Hartley he scarcely deigned even to look. 

‘‘The lips have spoken it which cannot lie,” replied 
Barak, and there was again a pause. 

It was once more broken by Scheik Hali, who, 
addressing himself directly to Ilartley, demanded of him, 
‘‘Hast thou heard, Feringi, of aught of treason 
meditated by this Kafr (infidel) against the Nawaub 
Bahauder?” 

‘Out of a traitor cometh treason,” said Hartley, 
‘‘but, to speak after my knowledge, I am not conscious 
of such design.” 

‘* There is truth in the words of him,” said the Fakir, 
‘‘who accuseth not his enemy save on his knowledge. 
The things thou hast spoken shall be laid before the 
Nawaub ; and as Allah and he will, so shall the issue be. 
Meantime, return to thy Khan, and prepare to attend 
the Vakeel of thy government, who is to travel with 
dawn to Bangalore, the strong, the happy, the holy city. 
Peace be with thee !—Is it not so, my son?” 

Barak, to whom this appeal was made, replied, ‘‘ Even 
as my father hath spoken.”’ 

Hartley had no alternative but to arise and take his 
leave with the usual phrase, ‘‘ Salam—God's peace be 
with you !” 

His youthful guide, who waited his return without, 
conducted him once more to his Khan, through by- 
paths which he could not have found out without pilot- 
age. His thoughts were in the meantime strongly 
engaged on his late interview. He knew the Moslem 
men of religion were not implicitly to be trusted. The 
whole scene might be a scheme of Barak, to get rid of 
the trouble of patronising a European in a delicate 
affair; and he determined to be guided by what should 
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seem to confirm or discredit the intimation which he 
had received. 

On his arrival at the Khan, he found the Vakeel of 
the British government in a great bustle, preparing to 
obey directions transmitted to him by the Nawaub’s 
Dewan, or treasurer, directing him to depart the next 
morning with break of day for Bangalore. 

He expressed great discontent at the order, and when 
Hartley intimated his purpose of accompanying him, 
seemed to think him a fool for his pains, hinting the 
probability that Hyder meant to get rid of them both by 
means of the freebooters, through whose countries they 
were to pass with such a feeble escort. This fear gave 
way to another, when the time of departure came, at 
giich moment there rode up about two hundred of the 
Nawaub's native cavalry. The Sirdar who commanded 
these troops behaved with civility, and stated that he 
was directed to attend upon the travellers, and to pro- 
vide for their safety and convenience on the journey ; 
but his manner was reserved and distant, and the Vakeel 
insisted that the force was intended to prevent their 
escape, rather than for their protection. Under such 
unpleasant auspices, the journey between Seringapatam 
and Bangalore was accomplished in two days and part 
of a third, the distance being nearly eighty miles. 

On arriving in view of this fine and populous city, they 
found an encampment already established within a mile 
of its walls. It occupied a tope or knoll, covered with 
trees, and looked full on the gardens which Tippoo had 
created, in one quarter of the city. The rich pavilions 
of the principal persons flamed with silk and gold ; and 
spears with gilded points, or poles supporting gold 
knobs, displayed numerous little banners inscribed with 
the name of the Prophet. This was the camp of the 
Begum Mootee Mahul, who, with a small body of her 
troops, about two hundred men, was waiting the return 
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of Tippoo under the walls of Bangalore. Thcir private 
motives for desiring a meeting the reader is acquainted 
with ; to the public the visit of the Begum had only the 
appearance of an act of deference, frequently paid by 
inferior and subordinate princes to the patrons whom 
they depend upon. 

These facts ascertained, the Sirdar of the Nawaub 
took up his own cncampment within sight of that of the 
Begum, but at about half-a-mile’s distance, despatching 
to the city a messenger to announce to the Prince 
Tippoo, so soon as he should arrive, that he had come 
hither with the English Vakeel. 

The bustle of pitching a few tents was soon over, and 
Hartley, solitary and sad, was Icft to walk under the 
shade of two or three mango-trees, and, looking to the 
displayed streamers of the Begum's encampment, t 
reflect that amid these insignia of Mahomedanism 
Menie Gray remained, destined by a profligate and 
treachcrous lover to the fate of slavery to a heathen 
tyrant. The consciousness of being in her vicinity added 
to the bitter pangs with which Hartley contemplated her 
situation, and reflected how little chance there appeared 
of his being able to rescue her from it by the mere force 
of reason and justice, which was all he could oppose to 
the selfish passions of a voluptuous tyrant. A lover of 
romance might have meditated some means of effecting 
her release by force or address ; but Hartley, though a 
man of courage, had no spirit of adventure, and would 
have regarded as desperate any attempt of the kind. 

His sole gleam of comfort arose from the impression 
which he had apparently made upon the elder lakir, 
which he could not help hoping might be of some avail 
tohim. But on one thing he was firmly resolved, and 
that was not to relinquish the cause he had engaged in 
whilst a grain of hope remained. He had seen in his 
own profession a quickening and a revival of life in the 
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patient’s eye, even when glazed apparently by the hand 
of Death; and he was taught confidence amidst moral 
evil by his success in relieving that which was physical 
only. 

While Hartley was thus meditating, he was roused to 
attention by a heavy firing of artillery from the high 
bastions of the town; and, turning his eyes in that 
direction, he could see advancing, on the northern side 
of Bangalore, a tide of cavalry, riding tumultuously for- 
ward, brandishing their spears in all different attitudes, 
and pressing their horses to a gallop. The clouds of 
dust which attended this vanguard, for such it was, 
combined with the smoke of the guns, did not permit 
Hartley to see distinctly the main body which followed ; 
et the appearance of howdahed elephants and royal 

anners dimly seen through the haze, plainly intimated 
the return of Tippoo to Bangalore ; while shouts, and 
irrerular discharges of miusketry, announced the real or 
pretended rejoicing of the inhabitants. The city gates 
reccived the living torrent, which rolled towards them ; 
the clouds of smoke and dust were soon dispersed, and 
the horizon was restored to serenity and silence. 

The mecting between persons of importance, more 
especially of royal rank, is a matter of very great conse- 
quence in India, and generally much address is employed 
to induce the person recciving the visit to come as far as 
possible to meet the visitor. From merely rising up, or 
going to the edge of the carpet, to advancing to the gate 
of the palace, to that of the city, or, finally, to a mile or 
two on the road, is all subject to negotiation. But 
Tippoo’s impatience to possess the fair European in- 
duced him to grant on this occasion a much greater 
degree of courtesy than the Begum had dared to expect, 
and he appointed his garden, adjacent to the city walls, 
and indeed included within the precincts of the fortifica- 
tions, as the place of their meeting ; the hour noon, on 
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the day succeeding his arrival; for the natives seldom 
move early in the morning, or before having broken 
their fast. This was intimated to the Begum’s messenger 
by the Prince in person, as, kceling before him, he pre- 
sented the suzzur (a tribute consisting of three, five, or 
seven gold Mohurs, always an odd number), and received 
in exchange a khelaut, or dress of honour. The messenger, 
in return, was eloquent in describing the importance of 
his mistress, her devoted veneration for the Prince, the 
pleasure which she experienced on the prospect of their 
motakul, or mecting, and concluded with a more modest 
compliment to his own extraordinary talents, and the 
confidence which the Begum reposed in him. He then 
departed ; and orders were given that on the next day 
all should be in readiness for the Svwarree, a grand 
procession, when the Prince was to reccive the Begurfi 
as his honoured guest at his pleasure-house in the 
gardens, 

Long before the appointed hour, the rendezvous of 
Fakirs, beggars, and idlers, before the gate of the 
palace, intimated the excited expectations of those who 
usually attend processions; while a more urgent set of 
mendicants, the courticrs, were hastening thither, on 
horses or elephants, as their means afforded, always ina 
hurry to show their zeal, and with a speed proportioned 
to what they hoped or feared. 

At noon precisely, a discharge of cannon, placed in 
the outer courts, as also of matchlocks and of small 
swivels, carried by camels (the poor animals shaking 
their long ears at every discharge) announced that 
Tippoo had mounted his elephant. The solemn and 
deep sound of the Naggra, or state drum, borne upon 
an elephant, was then heard like the distant discharge of 
artillery, followed by a long roll of musketry, and was 
instantly answered by that of numerous trumpets and 
tom-toms (or common drums), making a discordant, 
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but yet a martial din. The noise increased as the pro- 
cession traversed the outer courts of the palace in 
succession, and at length issued from the gates, having 
at their head the Chobdars, bearing silver sticks and 
clubs, and shouting, at the pitch of their voices, the 
titles and the virtues of ‘Tippoo, the great, the generous, 
the invincible—strong as Rustan, just as Noushirvan— 
with a short prayer for his continucd health. 

After these came a confused body of men on foot 
bearing spears, matchlocks, and banners, and inter- 
mixed with horsemen, some in complete shirts of mail, 
with caps of steel under their turbans, some in a sort of 
defensive armour, consisting of rich silk dresses, rendered 
sabre-proof by being stuffed with cotton. These 
champions preceded the Prince, as whose body-guards 
@hey acted. It was not till after this time that Tippoo 
raised his celebrated Tiger-regiment, disciplined and 
armed according to the European fashion. Immediately 
before the Prince came, on a small elephant, a hard- 
faced, severe-looking man, by office the distributor of 
alms, which he flung in showers of small copper money 
among the Iakirs and beggars, whose scrambles to 
collect them seemed to augment their amount; while 
the grim-looking agent of Mahomedan charity, together 
with his elephant, which marched with half angry eyes, 
and its trunk curled upwards, seemed both alike ready 
to chastise those whom poverty should render too 
importunate. 

‘lippoo himself next appeared, richly apparclled, and 
seated on an elephant, which, carrying its head above 
all the others in the procession, seemed proudly con- 
scious of superior dignity. ‘The howdah, or seat which 
the Prince occupied, was of silver, embossed and gilt, 
having behind a place for a confidential servant, who 
waved the great chowry, or cow-tail, to keep off the 
flies ; but who could also occasionally perform the task 
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of spokesman, being well versed in all terms of flattery 
and compliment. The caparisons of the royal clephant 
were of scarlet cloth, richly embroidered with gold. 
Behind Tippoo came the various courtiers and officers of 
the household, mounted chiefly on elephants, all arrayed 
in their most splendid attire, and exhibiting the greatest 
pomp. 

In this manner the procession advanced down the 
principal street of the town, to the gate of the royal 
gardens. The houses were ornamented by broad cloth, 
silk shawls, and embroidered carpets of the richest 
colours, displayed from the verandahs and windows ; 
even the meanest hut was adorned with some piece of 
cloth, so that the whole street had a singularly rich and 
gorgeous appearance, 

This splendid procession having entered the royal 
gardens, approached, through a long avenue of lofty 
trees, a chabootra, or platform of white marble, canopied 
by arches of the same material, which occupied the 
centre. It was raised four or five fect from the ground, 
covered with white cloth and Persian carpets. In the 
centre of the platform was the musnud, or state cushion 
of the prince, six feet square, composed of crimson 
velvet, richly embroidered. By special grace a small 
low cushion was placed on the right of the Prince, for 
the occupation of the Begum. In front of this platform 
was a square tank, or pond of marble, four fect deep, 
and filled to the brim with water as clear as crystal, 
having a large jet or fountain in the middle, which threw 
up a column of it to the height of twenty feet. 

The Prince Tippoo had scarcely dismounted from his 
elephant, and occupied the musnud, or throne of 
cushions, when the stately form of the Begum was secn 
advancing to the place of rendezvous. The elephant 
being left at the gate of the gardens opening into the 
country, opposite to that by which the procession of 
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Tippoo had entered, she was carried in an open litter, 
richly ornamented with silver, and borne on the shoulders 
of six black slaves. Her person was as richly attired as 
silks and gems could accomplish. 

Richard Middlemas, as the Begum's general or Buk- 
shee, walked nearest to her litter, in a dress as magnifi- 
cent in itself as it was remote from all European costume, 
being that of a Banka, or Indian courtier. His turban 
was of rich silk and gold, twisted very hard and placed 
on one side of his head, its ends hanging down on the 
shoulder. His moustaches were turned and curled, and 
his eyelids stained with antimony. ‘The vest was of gold 
brocade, with a cummerband, or sash, around his waist, 
corresponding to his turban. He carried in his handa 
@arge sword, sheathed in a scabbard of crimson velvet, 
and wore around his middle a broad embroidered sword- 
belt. What thoughts he had under this gay attire, and 
the bold bearing which corresponded to it, would be 
fearful to unfold. His least detestable hopes were pcr- 
haps those which tended to save Menie Gray, by betray- 
ing the Prince who was about to confide in him, and the 
Begum, at whose intercession ‘Tippoo's confidence was 
to be reposed. 

The litter stopped as it approached the tank, on the 
opposite side of which the Prince was seated on his 
musnud. Middlemas assisted the Begum to descend, 
and led her, deeply veiled with silver muslin, towards 
the platform of marble. The rest of the retinue of the 
Begum followed in their richest and most gaudy attire, 
all males, however ; nor was there a symptom of woman 
being in her train, except that a close litter, guarded by 
twenty black slaves, having their sabres drawn, remained 
at some distance in a thicket of flowering shrubs. 

When Tippoo Saib, through the dim haze which hung 
over the waterfall, discerned the splendid train of the 
Begum advancing, he arose from his musnud, so as to 
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receive her near the foot of his throne, and exchanged 
greetings with her upon the pleasure of meeting, and 
inquiries after their mutual health. He then conducted 
her to the cushion placed near to his own, while his 
courtiers anxiously showed their politeness in accommo- 
dating those of the Begum with places upon the carpets 
around, where they all sat down cross-legged—Richard 
Middlemas occupying a conspicuous situation. 

The people of inferior note stood behind, and amongst 
them was the Sirdar of Hyder Ali, with Hartley and the 
Madras Vakeel. It would be impossible to describe the 
feelings with which Hartley recognised the apostate 
Middlemas and the Amazonian Mrs. Montreville. The 
sight of them worked up his resolution to make an 
appeal against them in full Durbar, to the justice which 
Tippoo was obliged to render to all who should complain 
of injuries. In the meanwhile, the Prince, who had 
hitherto spoken in a low voice while acknowledging, it 
is to be supposed, the services and the fidelity of the 
Begum, now gave the sign to his attendant, who said, in 
an elevated tone, ‘‘ Wherefore, and to requite these 
services, the mighty Prince, at the request of the mighty 
Begum, Mootee Mahul, beautiful as the moon, and wise 
as the daughter of Giamschid, had decreed to take into 
his service the Bukshee of her armics, and to invest 
him, as one worthy of al] confidence, with the keeping of 
his beloved capital of Bangalore.”’ 

The voice of the crier had scarce ceased, when it was 
answered by one as loud, which sounded from the crowd 
of bystanders, ‘‘ Cursed is he who maketh the robber 
Leik his treasurer, or trusteth the lives of Moslemah to 
the command of an apostate!” 

With unutterable satisfaction, yet with trembling 
doubt and anxiety, Hartley traced the speech to the 
elder Fakir, the companion of Barak. Tippoo secmed 
not to notice the interruption, which passed for that of 
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some mad devotee, to whom the Moslem princes permit 
great freedoms. The Durbar, therefore, recovered from 
their surprise; and, in answer to the proclamation, 
united in the shout of applause which is expected to 
attend every annunciation of the royal pleasure. 

Their acclamation had no sooner ceased than Middle- 
mas arose, bent himself before the musnud, and, in a 
sct speech, declared his unworthiness of such high 
honour as had now been conferred, and his zeal for the 
Prince’s service. Something remained to be added, but 
his speech faltered, his limbs shook, and his tongue 
seemed to refuse its office. 

The Begum started from her seat, though contrary to 
etiquette, and said, as if to supply the deficiency in the 
@pecech of her officer, ‘‘My slave would say, that in 
acknowledgment of so great an honour conferred on my 
Bukshee, I am so void of means, that I can only pray 
your Highness will deign to accept a lily from Fran- 
gistan, to plant within the recesses of the secret garden 
of thy pleasures. Let my lord’s guards carry yonder 
litter to the Zenana,”’ 

A female scream was heard, as, at a signal from 
Tippoo, the guards of his seraglio advanced to receive 
the closed litter from the attendants of the Begum. The 
voice of the old Fakir was heard louder and sterner 
than before.—‘‘ Cursed is the Prince who barters justice 
for lust! He shall die in the gate by the sword of the 
stranger.” 

‘s This is too insolent!" said Tippoo. ‘' Drag forward 
that Fakir, and cut his robe into tatters on his back with 
your chabouks,” 

But a scene ensued like that in the hall of Seyd. All 
who attempted to obey the command of the incensed 
despot fell back from the Fakir, as they would from the 
Angel of Death. He flung his cap and fictitious beard 
on the ground, and the incensed countenance of Tippoo 
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was subdued in an instant, when he encountered the 
stcrn and awful eye of his father. A sign dismissed him 
from the throne, which Hyder himself ascended, while 
the officious menials hastily disrobed him of his tattered 
cloak, and flung on hima robe of regal splendour, and 
placed on his head a jewelled turban. The Durbar rung 
with acclamations to Hyder Ali Khan Bahauder, ‘‘ the 
good, the wise, the discoverer of hidden things, who 
cometh into the Divan like the sun bursting from the 
clouds,” 

The Nawaub at length signed for silence, and was 
promptly obeyed. He looked majestically around him, 
and at length bent his look upon Tippoo, whose down- 
cast eyes, as he stood before the throne with his arms 
folded on his bosom, were strongly contrasted with th 
haughty air of authority which he had worn but a moment 
before. ‘‘Thou hast been willing,” said the Nawaub, 
‘to barter the safety of thy capital for the possession of 
a white slave. But the beauty of a fair woman caused 
Solomon ben David to stumble in his path ; how much 
more, then, should the son of Hyder Naig remain firm 
under temptation !—That men may see clearly, we must 
remove the light which dazzles them. Yonder Feringi 
woman must be placed at my disposal.”’ 

‘‘To hear is to obey,” replied Tippoo, while the deep 
gloom on his brow showed what his forced submission 
cost his proud and passionate spirit. In the hearts of 
the courtiers present reigned the most eager curiosity to 
sec the dénofiment of the scene, but not a trace of that 
wish was suffered to manifest itself on features accus- 
tomed to conceal all internal sensations. The feelings of 
the Begum were hidden under her veil ; while, in spite 
of a bold attempt to conceal his alarm, the perspiration 
stood in large drops on the brow of Richard Middlemas. 
The next words of the Nawaub sounded like music in the 
ear of Hartley. 
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‘* Carry the Feringi woman to the tent of the Sirdar 
Belash Cassim (the chicf to whom Hartley had been 
committed). Let her be tended in all honour, and Jet 
him prepare to escort her, with the Vakeel and the 
Hakim Hartley, tu the Payeen-Ghaut (the country 
beneath the passes), answering for their safety with his 
head."’ The litter was on its road to the Nirdar’s tents 
ere the Nawaub had done speaking. ‘‘ For thee, Tippoo,” 
continued Hyder, ‘‘I am not come hither to deprive thee 
of authority, or to disgrace thee before the Durbar. 
Such things as thou hast promised to this Feringi, 
proceed to make them good. ‘The sun calleth not back 
the splendour which he lends to the moon; and the 
father obscures not the dignity which he has conferred 
on the son. What thou hast promised, that do thou 
Broceed to make good.” 

The ceremony of investiture was therefore recom- 
menced, by which the Prince Tippoo conferred on 
Middlemas the important government of the city of 
Bangalore, probably with the internal resolution, that 
since he was himself deprived of the fair European, he 
would take an carly opportunity to remove the new 
Killedar from his charge ; while Middlemas accepted it 
with the throbbing hope that he might yet outwit both 
father and son. ‘The deed of investiture was read aloud 
-—the robe of honour was put upon the newly created 
Killedar, and a hundred voices, while they blessed the 
prudent choice of ‘lippoo, wished the governor good 
fortune, and victory over his enemies. 

A horse was led forward, as the Prince’s gift. It was 
a fine steed of the Cuttyawar breed, high-crested, with 
broad hind-quarters ; he was of a white colour, but had 
the extremity of his tail and mance stained red. His 
saddle was red velvet, the bridle and crupper studded 
with gilded knobs. ‘Two attendants on lesser horses led 
this prancing animal, one holding the lance, and the 
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other the long spear of their patron. The horse was 
shown to the applauding courtiers, and withdrawn, in 
order to be led in state through the streets, while the 
new Nilledar should follow on the elephant, another 
present usual on such an occasion, which was next made 
to advance, that the world might admire the munificence 
of the Prince. 

The huge animal approached the platform, shaking 
his large wrinkled head, which he raised and sunk, as if 
impatient, and curling upwards his trunk from time to 
time, as if to show the gulf of his tongueless mouth. 
Graccfully retiring with the deepest obeisance, the 
Killedar, well pleased the audience was finished, stood 
by the neck of the clephint, expecting the conductor of 
the animal would make him kneel down, that he might 
ascend the gilded howdah, which awaited his occupancy. 

‘* Hold, Feringi,” said Hyder. ‘‘ Thou hast received 
all that was promised thee by the bounty of Tippoo. 
Accept now what is the fruit of the justice of Hyder.” 

As he spoke, he signed with his finger, and the driver 
of the elephent instantly conveyed to the animal the 
pleasure of the Nawaub. Curling his long trunk around 
the neck of the ill-fated European, the monster suddenly 
threw the wretch prostrate before him, and stamping his 
huge shapeless foot upon his breast, put an end at once 
to his life and to his crimes. The cry which the victim 
uttered was mimicked by the roar of the monster, and a 
sound like a hysterical laugh mingling with a scream, 
which rung from under the veil of the Begum. The 
elephant once more raised his trunk aloft, and gaped 
fearfully. 

The courtiers preserved a profound silence ; but Tip- 
poo, upon whose muslin robe a part of the victim's blood 
had spirted, held it up to the Nawaub, exclaiming in a 
sorrowful, yet resentful tone,—‘‘ Father—father—was it 
thus my promise should have been kept ?”’ 
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‘Know, foolish boy,” said Hyder Ali, ‘‘that the 
carrion which lies there was in a plot to deliver Ban- 
galore to the Fcringis and the Mahrattas. This Begum 
(she started when she heard herself named) has given us 
warning of the plot, and has so merited her pardon for 
having originally concurred in it,—whether altogether 
out of love to us we will not too curiously inquire. — 
Hencc with that lump of bloody clay, and let the Hakim 
Hartley and the English Vakcel come before me.” 

‘Chey were brought forward, while some of the at- 
tendants flung sand upon the bloody traces, and others 
removed the crushed corpse. 

‘¢ Hakim,” said Hyder, ‘' thou shalt return with the 
Feringi woman, and with gold to compensate her in- 
@irics, wherein the Begum, as is fitting, shall contribute 
a share. Do thou say to thy nation, Hyder Ali acts 
justly." The Nawaub then inclined himself graciously 
to Hartley, and then turning to the Vakeel, who ap- 
peared much discomposed, ‘‘ You have brought to me,”’ 
he said, ‘‘ words of peace, while your masters meditated 
a treacherous war. It is not upon such as you that my 
vengeance ought to alight. But tell the Kafr (or infidel) 
Paupiah and his unworthy master, that Hyder Ali sees 
too clearly to suffer to be Jost by treason the advantages 
he has gained by war. Hitherto I have been in the 
Carnatic as a mild Prince—in future I will be a destroy- 
ing tempest! Hitherto I have made inroads as a com- 
passionate and merciful conqueror—hereafter I will be 
the messenger whom Allah sends to the kingdoms which 
he visits in judgment !" 

It is well known how dreadfully the Nawaub kept this 
promise, and how he and his son afterwards sunk before 
the discipline and bravery of the Europeans. The scene 
of just punishment which he so faithfully exhibited might 
be owing to his policy, his internal sense of right, and to 
the ostentation of displaying it before an Englishman of 
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sense and intelligence, or to all of these motives mingled 
together—but in what proportions it is not for us to 
distinguish. 

Hartley reached the coast in safety with his precious 
charge, rescucd from a dreadful fate when she was 
almost beyond hope. But the nerves and constitution 
of Menie Gray had received a shock from which she long 
suffered severcly, and never entircly recovered. The 
principal ladies of the settlement, moved by the singular 
tale of her distress, reccived her with the utmost kind- 
ness, and exercised towards her the most attentive and 
affectionate hospitality. The Nawaub, faithful to his 
promise, remitted to her a sum of no less than ten 
thousand gold Mohurs, extorted, as was surmised, 
almost entirely from the hoards of the Begum Mootea 
Mahul, or Montreville. Of the fate of that adventuress 
nothing was known for certainty; but her forts and 
government were taken into Hydcr’s custody, and report 
said, that, her power being abolished and her consequence 
lost, she died by poison, either taken by herself, or ad- 
ministered by some other person. 

It might be thought a natural conclusion of the history 
of Menie Gray, that she should have married Hartley, to 
whom she stood much indebted for his heroic inter- 
ference in her behalf. But her feclings were too much 
and too painfully agitated, her health too much shat- 
tered, to permit her to entertain thoughts of a matri- 
monial conncction, cven with the acquaintance of her 
youth, and the champion of her freedom. Time might 
have removed these obstacles, but not two years after 
their adventures in Mysore, the gallant and disinterested 
Hartley fell a victim to his professional courage, in with- 
standing the progress of a contagious distemper, which 
he at length caught, and under which he sunk. He 
left a considerable part of the moderate fortune which 
he had acquired to Menie Gray, who, of course, did not 
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want many advantageous offers of a matrimonial cha- 
racter, But she respected the. memory of Hartley too 
much, to subdue in behalf of another the reasons 
which induced her to refuse the hand which he had 
so well deserved—nay, it may be thought, had so fairly 
won. 

She returned to Britain—what seldom occurs—un- 
married though wealthy; and, settling in her native 
village, appeared to find her only pleasure in acts of 
benevolence which seemed to excced the extent of her 
fortune, had not her very retired life been taken into 
consideration. Two or three persons with whom she 
was intimate, could trace in her character that generous 
and disintcrested simplicity and affection, which were 
the ground-work of her character. To the world at 
firze her habits seemed those of the ancient Roman 
matron, which is recorded on her tomb in these four 
words, 

DOMUM MANSIT—LANAM FECIT, 
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GastLte Dangerous. 


CHAP. I. 


Hosts have been known at that dread sound to yield, 
And, Douglas dead, his name hath won the field. 
Joun Home. 


s| T was at the close of an early spring day, when 
Wei nature, in a cold province of Scotland, was re- 
4} viving from her winter’s sleep, and the air at 
least, though not the vegetation, gave promise of an 
abatement of the rigour of the season, that two travellers, 
whose appearance at that early period sufficiently an- 
nounced their wandcring character, which, in general, 
secured a free passage even through a dangcrous coun- 
try, were seen coming from the south-westward, within 
afew miles of the Castle of Douglas, and seemed to be 
holding their course in the direction of the river of that 
name, whose dale afforded a species of approach to that 
memorable feudal fortress. The stream, small in com- 
parison to the extent of its fame, served as a kind of 
drain to the country in its ncighbourhood, and at the 
same time afforded the means of a rough road to the 
castle and village. The high lords to whom the castle 
had for ages belonged, might, had they chosen, have 
made this access a great deal smoother and more con- 
venient ; but there had been as yet little or no exercise 
for those geniuses, who have taught all the world that it 
is better to take the more circuitous road round the base 
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of a hill, than the direct course of ascending it on the 
one side, and descending it directly on the other, with- 
out yielding a single step to render the passage more 
casy to the traveller; still less were those mysteries 
dreamed of, which MacAdam has of late days ex- 
pounded. But, indeed, to what purpose should the 
ancient Douglasses have employed his principles, even 
if they had known them in ever so much perfection ? 
Wheel-carriages, except of the most clumsy description, 
and for the most simple operations of agriculture, were 
totally unknown. [Even the most delicate female had 
no resource save a horse, or, in case of sore infirmity, a 
litter. The men used their own sturdy limbs, or hardy 
horses, to transport themsclves from place to place; and 
travellers, females in particular, experienced no small 
inconvenience from the rugged nature of the country. 
A swollen torrent sometimes crossed their path, and 
compelled them to wait until the waters had abated their 
frenzy. The bank of a small river was occasionally torn 
away by the effects of a thunder-storm, a recent inunda- 
tion, or the like convulsions of nature ; and the wayfarer 
relied upon his knowledge of the district, or obtained the 
best local information m his power, how to direct his 
path so as to surmount such untoward obstacles. 

The Douglas issues from an amphitheatre of moun- 
tains which bounds the valley to the south-west, from 
whose contributions, and the aid of sudden storms, it 
receives its scanty supplics. The general aspcct of the 
country is that of the pastoral hills of the south of Scot- 
land, forming, as is usual, bleak and wild farms, many 
of which had, at no great length of time from the date of 
the story, been covered with trees ; as some of them still 
attest by bearing the name of shaw, that is, wild natural 
wood. The neighbourhood of the Douglas water itself 
was flat land, capable of bearing strong crops of oats 
and rye, supplying the inhabitants with what they re- 
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quired of these productions. At no great distance from 
the edge of the river, a few special spots excepted, the 
soil capable of agriculture was more and more mixed 
with the pastoral and woodland country, till both termi- 
nated in desolate and partly inaccessible moorlands. 
Above all, it was war-time, and of necessity all circum- 
stances of mere convenience were obliged to give way to 
a paramount sense of danger; the inhabitants, there- 
fore, instead of trying to amend the paths which con- 
nected them with other districts, were thankful that the 
natural difficulties which surrounded them rendered it 
unnecessary to break up or to fortify the access from 
more open countries. Their wants, with a very few 
exceptions, were completcly supplied, as we have already 
said, by the rude and scanty produce of their own moun- 
tains and dolms, the last of which served for the exercise 
of their limited agriculture, while the better part of the 
mountains and forest glens produced pasture for their 
herds and flocks. The recesses of the unexplored depths 
of these silvan retreats being seldom disturbed, especially 
since the lords of the district had laid aside, during this 
time of strife, their constant occupation of hunting, the 
various kinds of game had increased of late very con- 
siderably ; so that not only in crossing the rougher parts 
of the hilly and desolate country we are describing, 
different varieties of deer were occasionally seen, but 
even the wild cattle peculiar to Scotland sometimes 
showed themselves, and other animals, which indicated 
the irregular and disordered state of the period. The 
wild-cat was frequently surprised in the dark ravines or 
the swampy thickets ; and the wolf, already a stranger 
to the more populous districts of the Lothians, here 
maintained his ground against the encroachments of 
man, and wagstill himself a terror to those by whom he 
was finally to be extirpated. In winter especially, and 
winter was hardly yet passed, these savage animals were 
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wont to be driven to extremity for lack of food, and used 
to frequent, in dangcrous numbers, the battle-field, the 
deserted churchyard—nay, sometimes the abodes of 
living men, there to watch for children, their defenceless 
prey, with as much familiarity as the fox now-a-days 
will venture to prow] near the mistress’s poultry-yard. 

From what we have said, our readers, if they have 
made—as who in these days has not ?—the Scottish 
tour, will be able to form a tolerably just idea of the 
wilder and upper part of Douglas Dale during the 
earlier period of the fourtcenth century. The setting 
sun cast his gleams along a moorland country, which to 
the westward broke into larger swells, terminating in the 
mountains called the Larger and Lesser Cairntable. The 
first of these is, as it were, the father of the hills in the 
neighbourhood, the source of a hundred streams, and 
by far the largest of the ridge, still holding in his darl: 
bosom, and in the ravines with which his sides are 
ploughed, considerable remnants of those ancient forests 
with which all the high grounds of that quarter were 
once covered, and particularly the hills, in which the 
rivers—both those which run to the east, and those 
which seek the west to discharge themselves into the 
Solway—hide, like so many hermits, their original and 
scanty sources. 

The landscape was still illuminated by the reflection of 
the evening sun, sometimes thrown back from pool or 
stream ; sometimes resting on grey rocks, huge cum- 
berers of the soil, which labour and agriculture have 
since removed, and sometimes contcnting itself with 
gilding the banks of the streams, tinged alternately grey, 
green, or ruddy, as the ground itself consisted of rock, 
or grassy turf, or bare earthen mound, or looked at a 
distance like a rampart of dark red porphymy. Occasion- 
ally, too, the eye rested on the steep brown extent of 
moorland, as the sunbeam glanced back from the little 
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tarn or mountain pool, whose lustre, like that of the eye 
in the human countenance, gives a life and vivacity to 
every feature around. 

The elder and stouter of the two travellers whom we 
have mentioned, was a person well, and even showily 
dressed, according to the finery of the times, and bore 
at his back, as wandering minstrels were wont, a case, 
containing a small harp, rote, or viol, or some such 
species of musical instrument for accompanying the 
voice. The leathern case announced so much, although 
it proclaimed not the exact nature of the instrument. 
The colour of the traveller’s doublet was blue, and that 
of his hose violet, with slashes which showed a lining of 
the same colour with the jerkin. A mantle ought, ac- 
wrding to ordinary custom, to have covered this dress ; 
but the heat of the sun, though the season was so early, 
had induced the wearer to fold up his cloak in small 
compass, and form it into a bundle, attached to the 
shoulders like the military greatcoat of the infantry 
soldier of the present day. ‘The neatness with which it 
was made up argucd the prccision of a practised traveller, 
who had been long accustomed to every resource which 
change of weather required. <A great profusion of nar- 
row ribands or points, constituting the loops with which 
our ancestors connected their doublet and hose, formed 
a kind of cordon, composed of knots of blue or violet, 
which surrounded the traveller's person, and thus as- 
similated in colour with the two garments which it was 
the office of these strings to combine. The bonnet usu- 
ally worn with this showy dress was of that kind with 
which Henry the Eighth, and his son, Edward the Sixth, 
are usually represented. It was more fitted, from the 
gay stuff of which it was composed, to appear in a 
public place,‘ than to encounter a storm of rain. It was 
parti-coloured, being made of different stripes of blue 
and violet ; and the wearer arroyated a certain degree 
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of gentility to himself, by wearing a plume of consider- 
able dimensions of the same favourite colours, The 
features over which this feather drooped were in no 
degree remarkable for peculiarity of expression. Yet in 
so desolate a country as the west of Scotland, it would 
not have been easy to pass the man without more minute 
attention than he would have met with where there was 
more in the character of the scenery to arrest the gaze of 
the passengers. 

A quick eye, a sociable look, seeming to say, ‘‘ Ay, 
look at me, I am a man worth noticing and not unworthy 
your attention,” carried with it, nevertheless, an interpre- 
tation which might be thought favourable or otherwise, 
according to the character of the person whom the 
traveller met. «A knight or soldier would merely heve 
thought that he had met a merry fellow, who could sing 
a wild song, or tell a wild tale, and help to empty a flagon, 
with all the accomplishments necessary for a boon com- 
panion at an hostelry, except perhaps an alacrity at de- 
fraying his share of the reckoning. A churchman, on 
the other hand, might have thought he of the blue and 
violet was of too loose habits, and accustomed too little 
to limit himself within the boundaries of beseeming mirth, 
to be fit society for one of his sacred calling. Yet the 
Man of Song had a certain steadiness of countenance, 
which seemed fitted to hold place in scenes of serious 
business as well as of gaicty. A wayfaring passenger of 
wealth (not at that time a numerous class) might have 
feared in him a professional robber, or one whom oppor- 
tunity was very likely to convert into such; a female 
might have been apprehensive of uncivil treatment ; and 
a youth, or timid person, might have thought of murder, 
or such direful doings. Unless privately armed, however, 
the minstrel was ill-accoutred for any dangerous occupa- 
tion. His only visible weapon was a small crooked 
sword, like what we now call a hanger ; and the state of 
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the times would have justified any man, however peaceful 
his intentions, in being so far armed against the perils of 
the road. 

If a glance at this man had in any respect prejudiced 
him in the opinion of those whom he met on his journey, 
a look at his companion would, so far as his character 
could be guessed at—for he was closely muffled up— 
have passed for an apology and warrant for his associate. 
The younger traveller was apparently in early youth, a 
soft and gentle boy, whose Sclavonic gown, the appro- 
priate dress of the pilgrim, he wore more closely drawn 
about him than the coldness of the weather seemed to 
authorise or recommend. His features, imperfectly seen 
under the hood of his pilgrim’s dress, were prepossessing 
da a high degree ; and though he wore a walking sword, 
it seemed rather to be in compliance with general fashion 
than from any violent purpose he did so. There were 
traces of sadness upon his brow, and of tears upon his 
cheeks ; and his weariness was such, as even his rougher 
companion seemed to sympathise with, while he pri- 
vately participated also in the sorrow which left its marks 
upon a countenance so lovely. They spoke together, 
and the elder of the two, while he assumed the deferen- 
tial air proper to a man of inferior rank addressing a 
superior, showed in tone and gesture, something that 
amounted to interest and affection. 

‘* Bertram, my friend,” said the younger of the two, 
‘* how far are we still from Douglas Castle? We have 
already come farther than the twenty miles, which thou 
didst say was the distance from Cammock—or how didst 
thou callth last hostelry which we left by daybreak ?” 

‘‘Cumnock, my dearest lady—I beg ten thousand 
excuses, My gracious young lord.” 

‘‘Call me Augustine,” replied his comrade, at hi 
mean to speak as is fittest for the time.” 

‘‘ Nay, as for that,” said Bertram, ‘‘if your ladyship 
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an condescend to lay aside your quality, my own good 
breeding is not so firmly sewed to me but that I can doff 
it, and resume it again without its losing a stitch ; and 
Since your ladyship, to whom ] am sworn in obedience, 
is pleased to command that I should treat you as my own 
son, shame it were to me if I were not to show you the 
affection of a father, more especially as I may we]l swear 
my great oath, that I owe you the duty of such, though 
well I wot it has, in our case, been the lot of the parent 
to be maintained by the kindness and liberality of the 
child ; for when was it that I hungered or thirsted, and 
the Slack stock of Berkley did not relieve my wants?” 

‘*T would have it so,” answered the young pilgrim; ‘‘ I 
would have it so. What use of the mountains of beef, 
and the oceans of beer, which they say our domains pro- 
duce, if there is a hungry heart among our vassalage, or 
especially if thou, Bertram, who hast served as the min- 
strel of our house for more than twenty years, shouldst 
experience such a feeling ?"’ 

‘‘Certes, lady,’ answered Bertram, ‘‘it would be like 
the catastrophe which is told of the Baron of Fastenough, 
when his last mouse was starved to death in the very 
pantry; and if I escape this journey without such a 
calamity, I shall think myself out of reach of thirst or 
famine for the whole of my life.” 

‘*Thou hast suffered already once or twice by these 
attacks, my poor friend,"’ said the lady. 

‘‘ It is little,"’ answered Bertram, ‘‘ anything that I have 
suffered ; and I were ungrateful to give the inconvenience 
of missing a breakfast, or making an untimely dinner, so 
serious aname. But then I hardly see how your lady- 
ship can endure this gear much longer. You must your- 
self feel, that the plodding along these high lands, of 
which the Scots give us such good measure in their miles, 
isno jesting matter; and as for Douglas Castle, why it 
is still three good miles off.” . 
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“The question then is,’’ quoth the lady, heaving a 
sigh, ‘‘*what we are to do when we have so far to travel, 
and when the castle gates must be locked long before we 
arrive there?” 

‘‘ For that I will pledge my word,” answered Bertram. 
‘‘The gates of Douglas, under the keeping of Sir John de 
Walton, do not open so easily as those of the buttery 
hatch at our own castle, when it is well oiled ; and if 
your ladyship take my advice, you will turn southward 
ho ! and in two days at farthest, we shall be ina land 
where men's wants are provided for, as the inns proclaim 
it, with the least possible delay, and the secret of this 
little journey shall never be known to living mortal but 
ourselves, as sure as I am sworn minstrel, and man of 

ith.” 
er I thank thee for thy advice, mine honest Bertram,” 
said the lady, ‘‘ but I cannot profit by it. Should thy 
knowledge of these parts possess thee with an acquaint- 
ance with any decent house, whether it belong to rich or 
poor, I would willingly take quarters there, if I could 
obtain them, from this time until to-morrow morning. 
The gates of Douglas Castle will then be open to guests 
of so peaceful an appearance as we carry with us, and— 
and—it will out—we might have time to make such ap- 
plications to our toilet as might ensure us a good recep- 
tion, by drawing a comb through our locks, or such hke 
foppery.”’ 

‘‘Ah, madam!” said Bertram, ‘‘were not Sir John 
de Walton in question, methinks I should venture to re- 
ply, that an unwashed brow, an unkempt head of hair, 
and a look far more saucy than your ladyship ever wears, 
or can wear, were the proper disguise to trick out that 
minstrel’s boy, whom you wish to represent in the present 
pageant.” 

‘*Do you suffer your youthful pupils to be indeed so 
slovenly and so saucy, Bertram?” answered the lady. ‘‘T 
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for one will not imitate them in that particular; and 
whether Sir John be now in the Castle of Douglas or not, 
{ will treat the soldiers who hold so honourable a charge 
with a washed brow, and a head of hair somewhat 
ordered. As for going back without seeing a castle 
which has mingled even with my very dreams—at a word, 
Bertram, thou mayest go that way, but I will not.” 

‘« And if I part with your ladyship on such terms,” re- 
sponded the minstrel, ‘‘now your frolic is so nearly ac- 
complished, it shall be the foul fiend himself, and nothing 
more comely or less dangerous that shall tear me from 
your side ; and for lodging, there is not far from hence 
the house of one Tom Dickson of Hazelside, one of the 
most honest fellows of the Dale, and who, although a 
labouring man, ranked as high as a warrior, when I wa¢ 
in this country, as any noble gentleman that rode in the 
band of the Douglas.” 

‘‘He is then a soldier?” said the lady. 

‘*When his country or his lord need his sword,” re- 
plied Bertram—‘‘and, to say the truth, they are seldom 
at peace ; but otherwise, he is no enemy, save to the 
wolf which plunders his herds.”’ 

‘‘ But forget not, my trusty guide,” replied the lady, 
‘‘ that the blood in our veins is English, and consequently, 
that we are in danger from all who call themselves foes to 
the ruddy Cross.” 

‘‘Do not fear this man’s face,” answered Bertram. 
‘*You may trust to him as to the best knight or gentle- 
man of the land. We may make good our lodging by a 
tune or a song ; and it may remember you that I under- 
took (provided it pleased your ladyship) to temporise a 
a little with the Scots, who, poor souls, love minstrelsy, 
and when they have but a silver penny, will willingly 
bestow it to encourage the gay science—I promised you, 
I say, that we should be as welcome to them as if we had 
been born amidst their own wild hills; and for the best 
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that such a house as Dickson's affords, the glee-man’s 
son, fair lady, shall not breathe a wish in vain. And 
now, will you speak your mind to your devoted friend 
and adopted father, or rather your sworn servant and 
guide, Bertram the Minstrel, what it is your pleasure to 
do in this matter ?’’ 

‘* O, we will certainly accept of the Scot’s hospitality,” 
said the lady, ‘‘ your minstrel word being plighted that 
he is a true man.—Tom Dickson, call you him?” 

‘‘Yes,” replied Bertram, ‘‘such is his name; and by 
looking on these sheep, I am assured that we are now 
upon his land.” 

‘*Indeed!" said the lady, with some surprise; ‘‘ and 
how is your wisdom aware of that?” 

® ‘T see the first letter of his name marked upon this 
flock,” answered the guide. ‘‘ Ah, learning is what car- 
ries a man through the world, as well as if he had the 
ring by virtue of which old minstrels tell that Adam 
understood the language of the beasts in paradise. Ah, 
madam, there is more wit taught in the shepherd's shiel- 
ing than the lady thinks of, who sews her painted seam 
in her summer bower.” 

‘* Be it so, good Bertram. And although not so deeply 
skilled in the knowledge of written language as you are, 
it is impossible for me to esteem its value more than I 
actually do; so hold we on the nearest road to this Tom 
Dickson’s, whose very sheep tell of his whereabout. 1 
trust we have not very far to go, although the know- 
ledge that our journey is shortened by a few miles has 
so much recovered my fatigue, that methinks I could 
dance all the rest of the way.” 
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CHAP. II. 


Rosauiny.— Well, this is the forest of Arden. 
ToucHsTonE.—Ay, now am I in Arden; the more fool I. 
When I was at home I was in a better place; but travellers 
must be content. 
RosaALinpD.—Ay, be so, good Touchstone. Lodk you, who 
comes here; a young man and an old, in solemn talk. 
As You LikxE Ir. Scene IV., Act 2. 





FaVUEY S the travellers spoke together, they reached.a 
oN turn of the path which presented a more exten- 

Pal sive prospect than the broken face of the country 
Had yet shown them. A valley, through which flowed 
a small tributary stream, exhibited the wild, but not ugy 
pleasant, features of ‘‘a Jone vale of green braken,” here 
and there besprinkled with groups of alder-trees, of 
hazels, and of copse-oakwood, which had maintained 
their stations in the recesses of the valley, although they 
had vanished from the lofticr and more exposed sides of 
the hills. The farm-house or mansion-house (for, from 
its size and appearance, it might have been the ore or 
the other), was a large but low building, and the walls 
of the out-houses were sufficiently strong to resist any 
band of casual depredators. There was nothing, how- 
ever, which could withstand a more powerful force ; for, 
in a country laid waste by war, the farmer was then, as 
now, obliged to take his chance of the great evils atten- 
dant upon that state of things; and his condition, never 
a very eligible one, was rendered considerably worse by 
the insecurity attending it. About half-a-mile farther 
was seen a Gothic building of very small extent, having 
a half-dismantled chapel, which the minstrel pronounced 
to be the Abbey of Saint Bride. ‘‘ The place,” he said, 
‘‘T understand, is allowed to subsist, as two or three old 
monks and as many nuns, whom it contains, are per- 
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mitted: by the English to serve God there, and sometimes 
to give relief to Scottish travellers ; and who have accord- 
ingly taken assurance with Sir John de Walton, and 
accepted as their superior a churchman on whom he 
thinks he can depend. But if these guests happen to 
reveal any secrets, they are, by some means or other, 
believed to fly towards the English governor; and thcre- 
fore, unless your ladyship’s commands be positive, I 
think we had best not trust ourselves to their hospitality.” 

‘‘Of a surety, no,” said the lady, ‘‘ if thou canst pro- 
vide me with lodgings where we shall have more prudent 
hosts.” 

At this moment, two human forms were seen to ap- 
proach the farm-hause in a different direction from the 
travellers, and speaking so high, in a tone apparently 
® dispute, that the minstrel and his companion could 
distinguish their voices though the distance was consi- 
derable. Having screened his eyes with his hand for 
some minutes, Bertram at length exclaimed, ‘‘ By our 
Lady, it is my old friend, Tom Dickson, sure cnough ! 
—What can make him in such bad humour with the lad, 
who, I think, may be the little wild boy, his son Charles, 
who used to run about and plait rushes some twenty 
years ago? It is lucky, however, we have found our 
friends astir ; for I warrant, Tom hath a hearty piece of 
beef in the pot ere he goes to bed, and he must have 
changed his wont if an old friend hath not his share; 
and who knows, had we come later, at what hour they 
may now find it convenient to drop latch and draw bolt 
so near a hostile garrison ; for if we call things by their 
right names, such is the proper term for an English 
garrison in the castle of a Scottish nobleman.” 

‘* Foolish man,” answered the lady, ‘‘ thou judgest of 
Sir John de Walton as thou wouldst of some rude boor, 
to whom the opportunity of doing what he wills is a 
temptation and license to exercise cruelty and oppres- 
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sion. Now, I could plight you my word, that, setting 
apart the quarrel of the kingdoms, which, of course, 
will be fought out in fair battle on both sides, you will 
find that English and Scottish, within this domain, and 
within the reach of Sir John de Walton’s influence, live 
together as the same flock of sheep and goats do with 
the shepherd's dog; a foe from whom they fly upon 
certain occasions, but around whom they nevertheless 
eagerly gather for protection should a wolf happen to 
show himself.” 

‘It is not to your ladyship,” answered Bertram, ‘‘ that 
I should venture to state my opinion of such matters; 
but the young knight, when he is sheathed in armour, is 
a different being from him who feasts in halls among 
press of ladies; and he that feeds by another man’s fire- 
side, and when his landlord, of all men in the world® 
chances to be the Black Douglas, has reason to keep 
his eyes about him as he makes his meal :—but it were 
better I looked after our own evening refreshment, than 
that I stood here gaping and talking about other folk’s 
matters.” So saying, he called out in a thundering tone 
of voice, ‘‘ Dickson !—-what ho, Thomas Dickson !—will 
you not acknowledge an old friend who is much dis- 
posed to trust his supper and night’s lodging to your 
hospitality ? ”’ 

The Scotchman, attracted by the call, looked first 
along the banks of the river, then upwards to the bare 
side of the hill, and at length cast his eyes upon the two 
figures who were descending from it. 

As if he felt the night colder while he advanced from 
the more sheltered part of the valley to meet them, the 
Douglas Dale farmer wrapped closer around him the 
grey plaid, which, from an early period, has been used 
by the shepherds of the south of Scotland, and the ap- 
pearance of which gives a romantic air to the peasantry 
and middle classes; and which, although less brilliant 
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and gatidy in its colours, is as picturesque in its arrange- 
ment as the more military tartan mantle of the High- 
lands. When they approached near to each other, the 
lady might observe that this friend of her guide was a 
stout athletic man, somewhat past the middle of life, and 
already showing marks of the approach, but none of the 
infirmities, of age, upon a countenance which had been 
exposed to many a storm. Sharp eyes, too, and a quick 
observation, exhibited signs of vigilance, acquired by 
one who had lived long in a country where he had con- 
stant occasion for looking around him with caution. 
His features were still swollen with displeasure; and the 
handsome young man who attended him seemed to be 
discontented, like one who had undergone no gentle 
marks of his father's indignation, and who, from the 
sullen expression which mingled with an appearance of 
shame on his countenance, seemed at once affected by 
anger and remorse. 

‘‘Do you not remember me, old friend?” said Ber- 
tram, as they approached within a distance for com- 
muning ; ‘‘ or have the twenty years which have marched 
over us since we met, carried along with them all remem- 
brance of Bertram the English minstrel?" 

‘‘In troth,” answered the Scot, ‘‘it is not for want of 
plenty of your countrymen to keep you in my remem- 
brance, and I have hardly heard one of them so much 
as whistle 


Hey, now the day dawns, ° 


but it has recalled some note of your blythe rebeck ; and 
yet such animals are we, that I had forgot the mien of 
my old friend, and scarcely knew him at a distance. 
But we have had trouble lately; there are a thousand 
of your countrymen that keep garrison in the Perilous 
Castle of Douglas yonder, as well as in other places 
through the vale, and that is but a woeful sight for a 
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true Scotchman—even my own poor house has not es- 
caped the dignity of a garrison of a man-at-arms, besides 
two or three archer knaves, and one or two slips of mis- 
chievous boys called pages, and so forth, who will not 
let a man say, ‘this is my own,’ by his own fircside. 
Do not, therefore, think hardy of me, old comrade, if 
I show you a welcome something colder than you might 
expect from a friend of other days; for, by Saint Bride 
of Douglas, I have scarcely anything left to which I can 
say welcome.” 

‘* Small welcome will serve,” said Bertram. ‘‘ Myson, 
make thy reverence to thy father’s old friend. Augus- 
tine is learning my joyous trade, but he will need some 
practice ere he can endure its fatigues. If you could 
give him some little matter of food, and a quict bed for 
the night, there’s no fear but that wé shall both do weil 
enough ; for I daresay when you travel with my friend 
Charles there,—if that tall youth chance to be my old 
acquaintance Charles,—you will find yourself accommo- 
dated when his wants are once wel] provided for.” 

‘‘ Nay, the foul fiend take me if I do,” answered the 
Scottish husbandman. ‘‘I know not what the lads of 
this day are made of—not of the same clay as their 
fathers, to be sure—not sprung from the heather, which 
neither fears wind nor rain, but from some delicate plant 
of a foreign country, which will not thrive unless it be 
nourished under glass, with a murrain on it. The 
zood Lord of Douglas—I have been his henchman and 
can vouch for it—did not in his pagehood desire such 
food and lodging, asin the present day, will hardly satisfy 
such a lad as your friend Charles.” 

‘‘ Nay,’ said Bertram, ‘‘it is not that my Augustine is 
over nice ; but for other reasons, I must request of you 
a bed to himself; he hath of late been unwell.” 

‘‘ Ay, I understand,” said Dickson, ‘‘ your son hath 
had a touch of that illness which terminates so frequently 
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in the black death, you English folk die of? We hear 
much of the havoc it has made to the southward. 
Comes it hitherward.” 

Bertram nodded. 

‘‘ Well, my father’s house,” continued the farmer, 
‘‘hath more rooms than one, and your son shall have 
one well-aired and comfortable ; and for supper, ye shall 
have a part of what is prepared for your countrymen, 
though I would rather have their room than their com- 
pany. Since I am bound to feed a score of them, they 
will not dispute the claim of such a skilful minstrel as thou 
art to a night’s hospitality. Jam ashamed to say that I 
must do their bidding even in my own house. Well-a- 
day, if my good lord were in possession of his own, I 
have heart and hand enough to turn the whole of them 
oft of my house, like—like” 

‘‘To speak plainly,” said Bertram, ‘like a southern 
strolling gang from Redesdale, whom I have seen you 
fling out of your house like a litter of blind puppies, 
when not one of them looked bchind to see who had done 
him the courtesy until he was half-way to Cairntable.” 

“Ay,” answered the Scotchman, drawing himself up 
at least six inches taller than before; ‘‘then I had a 
house of my own, and a cause and an arm to keep it. 
Now I am—what signifies it what I am?—the noblest 
lord in Scotland is little better.” 

‘Truly, friend,” said Bertram, ‘‘now you view this 
matter in a rational light. I do not say the wisest, the 
richest, or the strongest man in this world has any right 
to tyrannise over his neighbour, because he is the more 
weak, ignorant, and the poorer ; but yet if he does enter 
into such a controversy, he must submit to the course of 
nature, and that will always give the advantage in the 
tide of battle to wealth, strength, and health.” 

‘‘With permission, however," answered Dickson, 
‘‘the weaker party, if he use his faculties to the utmost, 
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may, in the long run, obtain revenge upon the author of 
his sufferings, which would be at least compensation for 
his temporary submission ; and he acts simply as a man, 
and most foolishly as a Scotchman, whether he sustain 
these wrongs with the insensibility of an idiot, or whether 
he endeavour to revenge them before Heaven's appointed 
time has arrived. But if I talk thus, I shall scare you, 
as I have scared some of your countrymen, from accept- 
ing a meal of meat, and a night’s lodging, in a house 
where you might be called with the morning to a bloody 
settlement of a national quarrel.” 

‘‘ Never mind,” said Bertram, ‘‘ we have been known 
to each other of old ; and I am no more afraid of meeting 
unkindness in your house, than you expect me to come 
here for the purpose of adding to the injuries of which 
you complain.” 

‘*So be it,” said Dickson ; ‘‘and you, my old ae 
are as welcome to my abode as when it never held any 
guest, save of my own inviting.—And you, my young 
friend, Master Augustine, shall be looked after as well as 
if you came with a gay brow and a light cheek, such as 
best becomes the gay sczence.” 

‘« But wherefore, may I ask,” said Bertram, ‘‘so much 
displeased but now at my young friend Charles?” 

The youth answered before his father had time to 
speak. ‘‘ My father, good sir, may put what show upon 
upon it he will, but shrewd and wise men wax weak in 
the brain in these troublous times. He saw two or three 
wolves seize upon three of our choicest wethers ; and 
because I shouted to give the alarm to the English 
garrison, he was angry as if he could have murdered me 
—just for saving the sheep from the jaws that would 
have devoured them.” 

‘This is a strange account of thee, old friend,” said 
Bertram, ‘‘ Dost thou connive with the wolves in rob- 
bing thine own fold?” 
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‘Why, let it pass if thou lovest me,” answered the 
countryman ; ‘‘ Charles could tell thee something nearer 
the truth if he had a mind? but for the present let it pass.” 

The minstrel, perceiving that the Scotchman was 
fretted and embarrassed with the subject, pressed it no 
farther. 

At this moment, in crossing the threshold of Thomas 
Dickson's house, they were greeted with sounds from two 
English soldiers within. ‘‘ Quiet, Anthony,” said one 
voice—‘‘ quict, man !—for the sake of common sense, if 
not common manners—Robin Hood himself never sat 
down to his board ere the roast was ready.” 

‘* Ready ?” quoth another rough voice ; ‘‘ it is roastinz 
to rags, and small had been the knave Dickson's share, 
even of these rags, had it not been the express orcers of 
thé worshipful Sir John de Walton, that the soldiers who 
lie at outposts should afford to the inmates such pro- 
visions as are not necessary for their own subsistence.” 

‘‘ Hush, Anthony—hush, for shame !”’ replied his fel- 
low-soldier ; ‘‘ if ever I heard our host's step, I heard it 
this instant ; so give over thy grumbling, since our captain, 
as we all know, hath prohibited, under strict penalties, 
all quarrels between his followers and the people of the 
country.” 

‘‘T am sure,” replied Anthony, ‘‘that I have minis- 
tered occasion to none; but I would I were equally 
certain of the good meaning of this sullen-browed 
Thomas Dickson towards the English soldiers, for I 
seldom go to bed in this dungeon of a house, but I 
expect my throat will gape as wide as a thirsty oyster 
before I awaken. Here he comes, however,’ added 
Anthony, sinking his sharp tones as he spoke; ‘‘and I 
hope to be excommunicated if he has not brought with 
him that mad animal, his son Charles, and two other 
strangers, hungry enough, I'll be sworn, to eat up the 
whole supper, if they do us no other injury.” 
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‘‘Shame of thyself, Anthony,” repeated his comrade ; 
‘‘a good archer thou as ever wore Kendal green, and 
yet affect to be frightencd for two tired travellers, and 
alarmed for the inroad their hunger may make on the 
night’s meal. There are four or five of us here—we have 
our bows and our bills within reach, and scorn to be chased 
from our supper, or cheated out of our share of it, by a 
dozen Scotchmen, whether stationary or strollers. How 
say'st thou ?” he added, turning to Dickson—‘‘ How say 
ye, quarter-master ? it is no secret, that by the directions 
given to our post, we must inquire into the occupations of 
such guests as you may reccive besides ourselves, your un- 
willing inmates; you are as ready for supper, I warrant, 
as supper is for you, and I will only delay you and my 
friend Anthony, who becomes dreadfully impatient, until 
you answer two or three questions which you wot of.’"@’ 

‘¢ Bend-the-Bow,’’ answered Dickson, ‘‘ thou art a civil 
fellow ; and although it is something hard to be con- 
strained to give an account of one’s fricnds, because 
they chance to quarter in one’s own house for a night or 
two, yet I must submit to the times, and make no vain 
opposition. You may mark down in your breviary there, 
that upon the fourteenth day before Palm Sunday, 
Thomas Dickson brought to his house of Hazleside, in 
which you hold garrison by orders from the English 
governor, Sir John de Walton, two strangers, to whom 
the said Thomas Dickson had promised refreshment, 
and a bed for the evening, if it be lawful at this time 
and place.” 

‘‘ But what are they, these strangers?” said Anthony, 
somewhat sharply. 

‘¢ A fine world the while,’’ murmured Thomas Dickson, 
‘that an honest man should be forced to answer the 
questions of every paltry companion! ’’—But he miti- 
gated his voice and proceeded. ‘‘ The eldest of my 
guests is Bertram, an ancient English minstrel, who is 
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bound on his own errand to the Castle of Douglas, and 
will communicate what he has to say of news to Sir John 
de Walton himself. I have known him for twenty years, 
and never heard anything of him save that he was 
good man andtrue. The younger stranger is his son, 
a lad recovering from the English disorder, which has 
been raging far and wide in Westmoreland and Cumber- 
land.” 

‘Tell me,” said Bend-the-Bow, ‘‘ this same Bertram, 
was he not about a year since in the service of some 
noble lady in our own country ?” 

‘‘T have heard so,” answered Dickson. 

‘We shall, in that case, I think, incur little danger,” 
replied Bend-the-Bow, ‘‘ by allowing this old man and 
hés son to proceed on thcir journey to the castle.” 

‘‘You are my elder and my better,” answered Anthony ; 
‘‘but I may remind you that it is not so clearly our duty 
to give free passage, into a garrison of a thousand men 
of all ranks, toa youth who has been so lately attacked 
by a contagious disorder ; and I question if our com- 
mander would not rather hear that the Black Douglas, 
with a hundred devils as black as himself, since such is 
his colour, had taken possession of the outpost of Hazek 
side with sword and battle-axe, than that one person 
suffering under this fell sickness had entered peaceably, 
and by the opened wicket of the castle.” 

‘There is something in what thou sayest, Anthony,” 
replicd his comrade; ‘‘and considering that our governor, 
since he has undertaken the troublesome job of keeping 
a castle which is esteemed so much more dangerous 
than any other within Scotland, has become one of the 
most cautious and jealous men in the world, we had 
better, I think, inform him of the circumstance, and take 
his commands how the stripling is to be dealt with. 

‘‘Content am I,” said the archer; ‘‘and, first, me- 
thinks, I would just, in order to show that we know 
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what belongs to such a case, ask the stripling a few 
questions, as how long he has been ill, by what physicians 
he has been attended, when he was cured, and how his 
cure is certified, etc."’ 

‘‘ True, brother,” said Bend-the-Bow. ‘‘ Thou hearest, 
minstrel, we would ask thy son some questions—What 
has become of him?—he was in this apartment but 
now.” 

‘‘So please you,’ answered Bertram, ‘‘he did but 
pass through the apartment. Mr. Thomas Dickson, at 
my entreaty, as well as in respectful reverence to your 
honour’s health, carried him through the room without 
tarriance, judging his own bed-chamber the fittest place 
for a young man recovering from a severe illness, and 
after a day of no small fatigue.”’ «: 

‘‘ Well,” answered the clder archer, ‘‘though it is 
uncommon for men who, like us, live by bow-string and 
quiver, to meddle with interrogations and examinations ; 
yet, as the case stands, we must make some inquiries of 
your son, ere we permit him to set forth to the Castle of 
Douglas, where you say his crrand leads him.” 

‘Rather my errand, noble sir,” said the minstrel, 
‘‘than that of the young man himself.” 

‘* Tf such be the case,” answered Bend-the-Bow, ‘‘ we 
may sufficiently do our duty by sending yourself, with 
the first grey light of dawn, to the castle, and letting your 
son remain in bed, which I warrant is the fittest place 
for him, until we shall reccive Sir John de Walton's 
commands whethcr he is to be brought onward or 
not.” 

‘¢And we may as well,” said Anthony, ‘‘ since we are 
to have this man’s company at suppcr, make him ac- 
quainted with the rules of the out garrison stationed 
here for the time.’ So saying, he pulled a scroll from 
his leathern pouch, and said, ‘‘ Minstrel, canst thou 
read?” 
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“It becomes my calling,” said the minstrel. 

‘‘It has nothing to do with mine, though,” answered 
the archer, ‘‘and therefore do thou read these regula- 
tions aloud; for since 1 do not comprehertd these 
characters by sight, I lose no chance of having them 
read over to me as often as I can, that I may fix their 
sense in my memory. So beware that thou readest the 
words letter for letter as they are set down; for thou 
dost so at thy peril, Sir Minstrel, if thou readest not like 
a true man.” 

‘*On my minstrel word,” said Bertram, and began to 
read excessively slow ; for he wished to gain a little time 
for consideration, which he foresaw would be necessary 
to prevent his being separated from his mistress, which 
vas likely to occasion her much anxicty and distress. 
He therefore began thus :—‘‘ ‘ Outpost at Hazelside, the 
steading of Goodman Thomas Dickson '~Ay, Thomas, 
and is thy house so called?” 

‘It is the ancient name of the steading,” said the Scot, 
‘‘ being surrounded by a hazel-shaw, or thicket.” 

‘‘Hold your chattering tongue, minstrel,” said An- 
thony, ‘‘and proceed, as you value that or your. ears, 
which you scem disposed to make less use of.” 

‘** His garrison,’” proceeded the minstrel, reading, 
‘¢¢teonsists of a lance with its furniture.’ What, then, 
a lance, in other words, a belted knight, commands this 
party?” 

‘«*Tis no concern of thine,”’ said the archer. 

‘* But it is,” answered the minstrel ; ‘' we have a right 
to be examined by the highest person in presence.”’ 

**J will show thee, thou rascal,” said the archer, 
starting up, ‘‘ that I am lance enough for thee to reply 
to, and I will break thy head if thou say’st a word 
more.” 

‘Take care, brother Anthony,” said his comrade ; 
‘‘we are to use travellers courteously—and, with your 
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leave, those travellers best who come from our native 
land.” 

‘‘TIt is even so stated here,” said the minstrel, and he 
proceeded to read :—‘‘‘ The watch at this outpost of 
Hazelside shall stop and examine all travellers passing 
by the said station, suffering such to pass onward to the 
town of Douglas or to Douglas Castle, always interro- 
gating them with civility, and detaining and turning 
them back if there arise matter of suspicion ; but con- 
ducting themselvcs in all matters civilly and courteously 
to the people of the country, and to those who travel in 
it.’ You see, most excellent and valiant archer,” added 
the commentator Bertram, ‘‘ that courtesy and civility 
are, above all, recommended to your worship in your 
conduct towards the inhabitants, and those passengegs 
who, like us, may chance to fall under yourrules in such 
matters.” 

‘‘Tam not to be told at this time of day,” said the 
archer, ‘‘ how to conduct myself in the discharge of my 
duties. Let me advise you, Sir Minstrel, to be frank 
and open in your answers to our inquiries, and you shall 
have no reason to complain.” 

‘*T hope, at all events,’ said the minstrel, ‘‘ to have 
your favour for my son, who is a delicate stripling, and 
not accustomed to play his part among the crew which 
inhabit this wild world.” 

‘¢ Well,” continued the clder and more civil of the two 
archers, ‘‘ if thy son be a novice in this terrestrial naviga- 
tion, I warrant that thou, my friend, from thy look and 
manner of speech, hast enough of skill to use thy com- 
pass. To comfort thec, although thou must thyself 
answer the questions of our governor or deputy-governor, 
in order that he may see there is no offence in thee, I 
think there may be permission granted for thy son's re- 
siding here in the convent hard by (where the nuns, by 
the way, are as old as the monks, and have nearly as 
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long beards, so thou mayst be easy about thy son’s 
morals), until thou hast done thy business at Douglas 
Castle, and art ready to resume thy journey.” 

‘*If such permission,’ said the minstrel, ‘‘can be ob- 
tained, I should be better pleased to leave him at the 
abbey, and go myself, in the first place, to take the 
directions of your commanding officer.” 

‘* Certainly,” answered the archer, ‘‘ that will be the 
safest and best way ; and with a piece or two of money, 
thou mayst secure the protection of the abbot.” 

‘*Thou sayst well,” answered the minstrel; ‘‘ I have 
known life, I have known every stile, gap, pathway, and 
pass of this wilderness of ours for some thirty years ; and 
he that cannot steer his course fairly through it like an 
agle seaman, after having served such an apprenticeship, 
can hardly ever be taught, were a century to be given 
him to learn it in.” 

‘‘Since thou art so expert a mariner,” answered the 
archer Anthony, ‘‘thou hast, I warrant me, met in thy 
wanderings a potation called a morning’s draught, which 
they who are conducted by others, where they themselves 
lack experience, are used to bestow upon those who 
undertake the task of guide upon such an occasion ?” 

‘‘T understand you, sir,”” quoth the minstrel; ‘‘ and 
although money, or dvivk-geld, as the Fleming calls it, 
is rather a scarce commodity in the purse of one of my 
calling, yet, according to my feeble ability, thou shalt 
have no cause to complain that thine eyes or those of thy 
comrade’s have been damaged by a Scotch mist, while 
we can find an English coin to pay for the good liquor 
which would wash them clear.” 

‘‘ Content,” said the archer; ‘‘we now understand 
each other; and if difficulties arise on the road, thou 
shalt not want the countenance of Anthony to sail 
triumphantly through them. But thou hadst better let 
thy son know soon of the early visit to the abbot to- 
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morrow, for thou mayst guess that we cannot and dare 
not delay our departure for the convent a minute after 
the eastern sky is ruddy; and, with other infirmities, 
young men often are prone to laziness and a love of ease.” 

‘‘Thou shalt have no reason to think so,” answered 
the minstrel: ‘‘not the lark himself, when waked by 
the first ray pecping over the black cloud, springs more 
lightly to the sky, than will my Augustine answer the 
same brilliant summons. And, now we understand 
each other, I would only further pray you to forbear 
light talk while my son is in your company—a boy of 
innocent life, and timid in conversation.”’ 

‘* Nay, jolly minstrel,” said the elder archer, ‘‘ thou 
givest us here too gross an example of Satan reproving 
sin. If thou hast followed thy craft for twenty yearsyess 
thou pretendest, thy son, having kept thee company since 
childhood, must by this time be fit to open a school to 
teach even devils the practice of the seven deadly sins, of 
which none know the theory if those of the guy science 
are lacking.” 

‘Truly, comrade, thou speakest well,” answered 
Bertram, ‘‘ and 1 acknowledge that we minstrels are too 
much to blame in this matter. Nevertheless, in good 
sooth, the fault is not one of which I myself am particularly 
guilty ; on the contrary, I think that he who would wish 
to have his own hair honoured when time has strewed 
i with silver, should so rein his mirth when in the 
presence of the young, as may show in what respect he 
holds innocence. I will, therefore, with your permission, 
speak a word to Augustine, that to-morrow we must be 
on foot early.” 

‘‘Do so, my friend,” said the English soldier; ‘‘ and 
do the same the more speedily that our poor supper is 
still awaiting until thou art ready to partake of it.” 

‘*To which I promise thee,’ said Bertram, ‘‘I am dis- 
posed to entertain no delay.”’ 
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‘‘ Follow me, then,’’ said Dickson. ‘‘and I will show 
thee where this young bird of thine has his nest." 

Their host accordingly tripped up the wooden stair, 
and tapped at a door, which he thus indicated was that 
of his younger guest. 

‘* Your father,” continued he, as the door opened, 
‘* would speak with you, Master Augustine.” 

‘*Excuse me, my host,’’ answered Augustine, ‘‘ the 
truth is, that this room being directly above your eating 
chamber, and the flooring not in the best possible repair, 
I have been compelled to the unhandsome practice of 
eavesdropping, and not aword has escaped me that passed 
concerning my proposed residence at the abbey, our 
journey to-morrow, and the somewhat early hour at 
Wich I must shake off sloth, and, according to thy ex- 
pression, fly down from the roost.”’ 

‘« And how dost thou relish,’’ said Dickson, ‘‘ being 
left with the Abbot of Saint Bride's little flock here?” 

‘Why, well,”’ said the youth, ‘‘if the abbot is a man 
of respectability becoming his vocation, and not one of 
those swaggering churchmen, who stretch out the sword, 
and bear themselves like rank soldiers in these troublous 
times.” 

‘‘For that, young master,” said Dickson, ‘‘ if you let 
him put his hand deep enough into your purse, he will 
hardly quarrel with anything.”’ 

“Then I will leave him to my father,” replicd 
Augustine, ‘‘ who will not grudge him anything he asks 
in reason,” 

‘‘In that case,” replied the Scotchman, ‘‘ you may 
trust to our abbot for good accommodation—and so both 
sides are pleased.” 

‘*It is well, my son,” said Bertram, who now joined 
in the conversation ; ‘‘and that thou mayest be ready 
for thy early travelling, I shall presently get our host to 
send thee some food, after partaking of which thou 
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shouldst go to bed, and sleep off the fatigue of to-day, 
since to-morrow will bring work for itself.” 

‘‘ And as for thy engagement to these honest archers,” 
answered Augustine, ‘'I hope you will be able to do 
what will give pleasure to our guides, if they are disposed 
to be civil and true men.” 

‘‘God bless thee, my child!” answered Bertram ; 
‘‘thou knowest already what would drag after thy beck 
all the English archers that were ever on this side of the 
Solway. There is no fear of a grey goose shaft, if you 
sing a reveille like to that which chimed even now from 
that silken nest of dainty young goldfinches.” 

‘‘ Hold me as in readiness, then,’ said the seeming 
youth, ‘‘when you depart to-morrow morning. I am 
within hearing, I suppose, of the bells of Saint Bridgs 
chapel, and have no fear, through my sloth, of keeping 
you or your company waiting.” 

‘*Good night, and God bless thee, my child !”’ again 
said the minstrel ; ‘‘remember that your father sleeps 
not far distant, and on the slightest alarm will not fail to 
be with you. I need scarce bid theerecommend thyself, 
meantime, to the great Being, who is the friend and 
father of us all.” 

The pilgrim thanked his supposed father for his even- 
ing blessing, and the visitors withdrew without farther 
speech at the time, leaving the young lady to those 
engrossing fears, which, the novelty of her situation and 
the native delicacy of her sex being considered, naturally 
thronged upon her. 

The tramp of a horse’s foot was not long after heard 
at the house of Hazelside, and the rider was welcomed 
by its garrison with marks of respect. Bertram under- 
stood so much as to discover from the conversation of 
the warders that this late arrival was Aymer de Valence, 
the knight who commanded the little party, and to the 
furniture of whose lance, as it was technically called, 
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belonged the archers with whom we have already been 
acquainted, a man-at-arms or two, a certain proportion 
of pages or grooms, and, in short, the command and 
guidance of the garrison at Thomas Dickson’s, while in 
rank he was Deputy-governor of Douglas Castle. 

To prevent all suspicion respecting himself and his 
companion, as well as the risk of the latter being dis- 
turbed, the minstrel thought it proper to present himself 
to the inspection of this knight, the great authority of 
the little place. He found him, with as little scruple as 
the archers heretofore, making a supper of the relics of 
the roast beef. 

Before this young knight Bertram underwent an ex- 
amination, while an old soldier took down in writing 
such items of information as the examinate thought 
{Poper to express in his replies, both with regard to the 
minutiz of his present journey, his business at Castle 
Douglas, and his route when that business should be ac- 
complished ; a much more minute examination, in a word, 
than he had hitherto undergone by the archers, or perhaps 
than was quite agreeable to him, being encumbered with 
at least the knowledge of one secret, whatever more. Not 
that this new examinator had anything stern or severe 
in his looks or his questions. As to the first, he was mild, 
gentle, and ‘‘ meek as a maid,’ and possessed exactly ot 
the courteous manners ascribed by our father Chaucer to 
the pattern of chivalry whom he describes upon his pil- 
grimage to Canterbury. But with all his gentleness, De 
Valence showed a great degree of acuteness and accuracy 
in his queries ; and well pleased was Bertram that the 
young knight did not insist upon seeing his supposed son, 
although even in that case his ready wit had resolved, 
like a seaman in a tempest, to sacrifice one part to 
preserve the rest. He was not, however, driven to this 
extremity, being treated by Sir Aymer with that degree 
of courtesy which in that age men of song were in general 
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thought entitled to. The knight kindly and liberally 
consented to the lad's remaining in the convent, as a fit 
and quiet residence for a stripling and an invalid, until 
Sir John de Walton should express his pleasure on the 
subject ; and Sir Aymer consented to this arrangement 
the more willingly, as it averted all possible danger of 
bringing disease into the English garrison. 

By the young knight's order, all in Dickson’s house 
were despatched earlier to rest than usual ; the matin bell 
of the neighbouring chapel being the signal for their 
assembly by daybreak. ‘They rendezvoused accordingly, 
and proceeded to Saint Bride's, where they heard mass, 
after which an interview took place between the Abbot 
Jerome and the minstrel, in which the former undertook, 
with the permission of De Valence, to receive Augustige 
into his abbey as a guest for a few days, less or more, 
and for which Bertram promised an acknowledgment in 
name of alms, which was amply satisfactory. 

‘* So be it,” said Bertram, taking leave of his supposed 
son; ‘‘rely on it I will not tarry a day longer at Douglas 
Castle than shall suffice for transacting my business there, 
which is to look after the old books you wot of, and I 
will speedily return for thee to the Abbey of Saint 
Bride, to resume in company our journey homeward.” 

‘*O father,” replied the youth, with a smile, ‘‘I fear, 
if you get among romances and chronicles, you will be so 
earnest in your researches, that you will forget poor 
Augustine and his concerns.”’ 

‘‘ Never fear me, Augustine,” said the old man, making 
the motion of throwing a kiss towards the boy; ‘‘thou 
art good and virtuous, and Heaven will not neglect thee, 
were thy father unnatural enough to do so. Believe me, 
all the old songs since Merlin’s day shall not make me 
forget thee.” 

Thus they separated, the minstrel, with the English 
knight and his retinue, to remove towards the castle, and 
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the youth in dutiful attendance on the venerable abbot 
who was delighted to find that his guests thoughts turned 
rather upon spiritual things than on the morning repast, 
of the approach of which he could not help being himself 
sensible. 


CHAP. III. 


The night, methinks, ts but the daylight sick, 

It looks a little paler; ‘tis a day 

Such as the day ts when the sun is hid, 
MERCHANT oF VENICE. 









Al O facilitate the progress of the party on its way 
ia pal} to Douglas Castle, the Knight of Valence offered 
i Gil the minstrel the convenience of a horse, which 
tl® fatigues of yesterday made him gladly accept. Any 
one acquainted with equestrian exercise is aware that no 
means of refreshment carries away the sense of fatigue 
from over walking, so easily, as the exchange to riding, 
which calls into play another set of muscles, and leaves 
those which have been over exerted an opportunity of 
resting through change of motion, more completely than 
they could in absolute repose. Sir Aymer de Valence 
was sheathed in armour, and mounted on his charger ; 
two of the archers, a groom of mean rank, and a squire, 
who looked in his day for the honour of knighthood, 
completed the detachment, which seemed so disposed 
as to secure the minstrel from escape, and to protect 
him against violence. ‘‘ Not,” said the young knight, 
addressing himself to Bertram, ‘‘that there is usually 
danger in travelling in this country any more than in 
the most quiet districts of England; but some distur- 
bances, as you may have learned, have broken out here 
within this last year, and have caused the garrison of 
Castle Douglas to maintain a stricter watch. But let us 
move on, for the complexion of the day is congenial with 
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the original derivation of the name of the country, and 
the description of the chiefs to whom it belonged-—Sholto 
Dhu Glass—{see yon dark grey man), and dark grey will 
our route prove this morning, though, by good luck, it 
is not long.” 

The morning was indeed what the original Gaclic 
words implied, a drizzly, dark, moist day ; the mist had 
settled upon the hills, and unrolled itself upon brook, 
glade, and tarn, and the spring breeze was not powerful 
enough to raise the veil, though, from the wild sounds 
which were heard occasionally on the ridges, and through 
the glens, it might be supposed to wail at a sense of its 
own inability. The route of the travellers was directed 
by the course which the river had ploughed for itself 
down the valley, the banks of which bore in general that 
dark grey livery which Sir Aymer de Valence had irfti- 
mated to be the prevalent tint of the country. Some 
ineffectual struggles of the sun shot a ray here and there 
to salute the peaks of the hills ; yet these were unable to 
surmount the dulness of a March morning, and, at so 
early an hour, produced a variety of shades, rather than 
a gleam of brightness upon the eastern horizon. The 
view waS monotonous and depressing, and apparently 
the good knight Aymer sought some amusement in 
occasional talk with Bertram, who, as was usual with 
his craft, possessed a fund of knowledge, and a power 
of conversation, well suited to pass away a dull morning. 
The minstrel, well pleased to pick up such information 
as he might be able concerning the present state of the 
country, embraced every opportunity of sustaining the 
dialogue. 

‘‘T would speak with you, Sir Minstrel,” said the 
young knight. ‘‘If thou dost not find the air of this 
morning too harsh for thine organs, heartily do I wish 
thou wouldst fairly tell me what can have induced thee, 
being, as thou seemest, a man of sense, to thrust thyself 
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into @ wild country like this, at such a time.—And you, 
my masters,” addressing the archers and the rest of the 
party, ‘‘ methinks it would be as fitting and seeming if 
you reined back your steeds for a horse’s length or so, 
since I apprehend you can travel on your way without 
the pastime of minstrelsy ’ The bowmen took the hint, 
and fell back, but, as was expressed by their grumbling 
observations, by no means pleased that there seemed 
little chance of their overhearing what conversation 
should pass between the young knight and the minstrel, 
which proceeded as follows — 

‘‘T am, then, to understand, good minstrel,” said the 
knight, ‘‘ that you, who have in your time borne arms, 
and even followed Saint George's red-cross banner to 
Ne Holy Sepulchre are so lhittle tired of the danger 
attending our profession, that you feel yourself attracted 
unnecessarily to regions where the sword for ever loose 
in its scabbard is ready to start on the slightest provoca- 
tion?” 

‘‘It would be hard, ’ replied the minstrel bluntly, ‘‘to 
answer such a question in the afhrmative, and yct, when 
you consider how nearly allicd 1s his profession who 
celebrates deeds of arms with that of the knight who 
performs them, your honour, I think, will hold it ad- 
yisable that a minstrel desirous of doing his devoir, 
Should, like a young knight, seck the truth of adventures 
where it 1s to be found and rather visit countries wherc 
the knowledge 1s preserved of high and noble deeds, 
than those lazy and quiet realms, in which men live 
indolently, ana die ignobly in peace, or by sentence of 
law. You yourself, sir, and those hke you, who hold 
life cheap 1n respect of glory, guide your course through 
this world on the very same principle which brings your 
poor rhyming servant Bertram from a far province of 
merry England, to this dark country of rugged Scotland 
called Douglas dale. You long to see adventures worthy 

225 Q 


CASTLE DANGEROUS. 

of notice, and I (under favour for naming us two in the 
same breath) seek a scanty and precarious, but not a 
dishonourable living, by preparing for immortality, as 
well as I can, the particulars of such exploits, especially 
the names of those who were the heroes of these actions, 
Each, therefore, labours in his vocation; nor can the 
one be justly wondered at more than the other, seeing 
that if there be any difference in the degrees of danger 
to which both the hero and the poet are exposed, the 
courage, strength, arms, and address of the valiant 
knight, render it safer for him to venture into scenes of 
peril, than for the poor man of rhyme." 

‘‘You say well,” answered the warrior; ‘‘and although 
it is something of novelty to me to hear your craft repre- 
sented as upon a level with my own mode of life, yet 
shame were it to say that the minstrel who toils so mich 
to keep in memory the feats of gallant knights should 
not himself prefer fame to existence, and a single 
achievement of valour to a whole age without a name, 
or to affirm that he follows a mean and unworthy pro- 
fession." 

‘‘Your worship will then acknowledge,” said the min- 
strel, ‘‘that it is a legitimate object in such as myself, 
who, simple as I am, have taken my regular degrees 
among the professors of the gay science at the capital 
town of Aigues-Mortes, to struggle forward into this 
northern district, where J am well assured many things 
have happened which have been adapted to the harp by 
minstrels of great fame in ancicnt days, and have become 
the subject of lays which lie deposited in the library of 
Castle Douglas, whcre, unless copied over by some one 
who understands the old British characters and language, 
they must, with whatever they may contain, whether of 
entertainment or edification, be speedily lost to posterity. 
If these hidden treasures were preserved and recorded 
by the minstrel art of my poor self and others, it might 
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be held well to compensate for the risk of a chance blow 
of a broadsword, or the sweep of a brown bill, received 
while I am engaged in collecting them ; and I were un- 
worthy of the name of a man, much more of an inventor 
or finder, should I weigh the loss of life, a commodity 
always so uncertain, against the chance of that immor- 
tality which will survive in my lay after my broken voice 
and shivered harp shall no longer be able either to ex- 
press tune or accompany tale." 

‘ Certainly,” said Sir Aymer, ‘‘ having a heart to fee 
such a motive, you have an undoubted right to express 
it; nor should I have been in any degree disposed to 
question it had I found many minstrels prepared, like 
yourself, to prefer renown even to life itself, which most 

think of greatly more consequence.” 

“There are, indeed, noble sir,"’ replied Bertram, 
‘‘minstrels, and, with your reverence, even belted 
knights themselves, who do not sufficiently value that 
renown which is acquired at the risk of life. ‘To such 
ignoble men we must leave their own reward—let us 
abandon to them earth, and the things of earth, since 
they cannot aspire to that glory which is the dest reward 
of others,” 

The minstrel uttered these last words with such en- 
thusiasm, that the knight drew his bridle, and stood 
fronting Bertram, with his countenance kindling at the 
same theme, on which, after a short silence, he expressed 
himself with a like vivacity. 

‘‘Well fare thy heart, gay companion! Iam happy 
to see there is still so much enthusiasm surviving in the 
work. Thou hast fairly won the minstrel groat ; and if 
I do not pay it in conformity to my sense of thy merit, 
it shall be the fault of dame Fortune, who has graced 
my labours in these Scottish wars with the niggard pay 
of Scottish money. A gold piece or two there must be 
remaining of the ransom of one French knight, whom 
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chance threw into my hands, and that, my friend, shall 
surely be thine own ; and hark thee, I, Aymer de Valence, 
who now speak to thee, am born of the noble House of 
Pembroke ; and though now landless, shall, by the grace 
of Our Lady, have in time a fitting establishment, wherein 
I will find room for a minstrel like thee, if thy talents 
have not by that time found thee a better patron.” 

‘“‘Thank thee, noble knight,” said the minstrel, ‘‘as 
well for thy present intentions, as I hope I shall for thy 
future performance ; but I may say, with truth, that I 
have not the sordid inclination of many of my brethren.” 

“* He who partakes the true thirst of noble fame,” said 
the young knight, ‘‘ can have little room in his heart for 
the love of gold. But thou hast not yet told me, friend 
minstrel, what are the motives, in particular, which have 
attracted thy wandering steps to this wild country ?”’ 

“Were I todo so,” replied Bertram, rather desirous to 
avoid the question, as in some respects too nearly border- 
ing on the secret purpose of his journey, ‘‘it might sound 
like a studied panegyric on thine own bold deeds, Sir 
Knight, and those of your companions in arms ; and 
such, adulation, minstrel as I am, I hate like an empty 
cup at a companion’s lips. But let me say in few words, 
that Douglas Castle, and the deeds of valour which it 
has witnessed, have sounded wide through England ; 
nor is there a gallant knight or trusty minstrel, whose 
heart does not throb at the name of the stronghold, 
which, in former days, the foot of an Englishman never 
entered, except in hospitality. ‘There is a magic in the 
very names of Sir John de Walton and Sir Aymer de 
Valence, the gallant defenders of a place so often won 
back by its ancient lords, and with such circumstances 
of valour and cruelty, that it bears, in England, the name 
of the Dangerous Castle.” 

‘* Yet I would fain hear,” answered the knight, ‘‘ your 
own minstrel account of those legends which have in- 

228 


CASTLE DANGEROUS. 
duced you, for the amusement of future times, to visit 
country which, at this period, is so -distracted and 
perilous.” 7 

‘‘ If you can endure the length of a minstrel tale,” said 
Bertram—'‘I for one am always amused by the exercise 
of my vocation, and have no objection to tell my story, 
provided you do not prove an impatient listener,"’ 

‘‘Nay, for that matter,” said the young knight, ‘‘a 
fair listener thou shalt have of me; and if my reward be 
not great, my attention at least shall be remarkable.” 

‘‘And he,” said the minstrel, ‘‘must be a poor glee 
man who does not hold himself better paid with that, 
than with gold or silver, were the pieces English rose- 
nobles. On this condition, then, I begin a long story, 
wich may, in one or other of its details, find subject for 
better minstrels than myself, and be listened to by such 
warriors as you hundreds of years hence.” 


CHAP. IV. 


While many a merry lay and many a song 

Cheer'd the rough road, we wish'd the rough voad long 3 

The rough road then returning in a round, 

Mark'd their impatient steps, for all was fairy ground, 
Dr. JOHNSON. 
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iano I was about the year of redemption one thoue 
aR sand two hundred and eighty-five years,’ began 
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& the minstrel, ‘‘when King Alexander the Third 
of Scotland lost his daughter Margaret, whose only 
child of the same name, called the Maiden of Norway 
(as her father was king of that country), became the 
heiress of this kingdom of Scotland, as well as of her 
father’s crown. An unhappy death was this for Alex- 
ander, who had no nearer heirs left of his own body than 
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‘this grandchild. She indeed might claim his kingdom 
by birthright ; but the difficulty of establishing such a 
claim of inheritance must have ,been anticipated by all 
who bestowed a thought upon the subject. The Scottish 
king, therefore, endeavoured to make up for his loss by 
replacing his late Queen, who was an English princess, 
sister of our Edward the First, with Juletta, daughter of 
the Count de Dreux. The solemnities at the nuptial 
ceremony, which took place in the town of Jedburgh, 
were very great and ‘remarkable, and particularly when, 
amidst the display of a pageant which was exhibited on 
the occasion, a ghastly spectre made its appearance in 
the form of a skeleton, as the King of Terrors is said to 
be represented.—Your worship is free to laugh at this, if 
you think it a proper subject for mirth ; but men gre 
alive who viewed it with their own eyes, and the event 
showed too well of what misfortunes this apparition was 
the singular prognostication.” 

‘‘T have heard the story,’’ said the knight ; ‘‘but the 
monk who told it me, suggested that the figure, though 
unhappily chosen, was perhaps purposely introduced asa 
part of the pageant.” 

‘‘T know not that,” said the minstrel, dryly; ‘‘ but 
there is no doubt that shortly after this apparition 
King Alexander died, to the great sorrow of his people. 
The Maid of Norway, his heiress, speedily followed 
her grandfather to the grave, and our English king, Sir 
Knight, raked up a claim of dependency and homage 
due, he said, by Scotland, which neither the lawyers, 
nobles, priests, nor the very minstrels of Scotland had 
ever before heard of.” 

‘‘Now, beshrew me,” interrupted Sir Aymer de 
Valence, ‘‘this is beyond bargain. I agreed to hear 
your tale with patience, but I did not pledge myself that 
it should contain matter to the reproach of Edward the 
First, of blessed memory; nor will I permit his name to 
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be mentioned in my hearing without the respect due to 
his high rank and noble qualities ’ 

‘*Nay,’ said the minstrel, ‘‘I am no Highland bag- 
piper or genealogist, to carry respect for my art so far as 
to quarrel with a man of worship who stops me at the 
beginning of a pibroch Iam an Englishman, and wish 
dearly well to my country , and above all, I must speak 
the truth. But I will avoid disputable topics. Your age, 
sir, though none of the ripest, authorises me to suppose you 
may have seen the battle of Falkirk, and other onslaughts 
in which the competition of Bruce and Baliol has been 
fiercely agitated, and you will permit me to say, that if 
the Scottish have not had the right upon their side, they 
have at least defended the wrong with the efforts of brave 
mgn and true” 

‘‘Of brave men, I grant you,’ said the knight; ‘‘ for 
I have seen no cowards amongst them , but as for truth, 
they can best judge of it who know how often they have 
sworn faith to England, and how repeatedly they have 
broken their vow.’ 

‘‘T shall not stir the question,’ said the munstrel, 
** leaving it to your worship to determine which has most 
falsechood—he who compels a weaker person to take an 
unjust oith or he who compelled by necessity, takes the 
imposed oath without the intention of keeping his word °* 

‘‘Nay, nay, said De Valence, ‘‘let us keep our 
opinions, for we are not likely to force cach other from 
the faith we have adopted on this subject But take my 
advice, and whilst thou travellest under an Lnglish 
pennon, take heed that thou keepest off this conversation 
in the hall and kitchen, where perhaps the soldier may 
be less tolerant thin the officer, and now, in a word, 
what 1s thy legend of this Dangerous Castle?” 

‘‘ For that, ' replied Bertram, ‘‘ methinks your worship 
is most likely to have a better edition than I, who have 
not been in this country for many years; but it 1s not for 
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me to bandy opinions with your knightship. I will even 
proceed with the tale as I have heard it. I need not, I 
presume, inform your worship that the Lords of Douglas, 
who founded this castle, are second to no lineage in 
Scotland in the antiquity of their deseent. Nay, they 
have themselves boasted that their family is not to be 
seen or distinguished, like other great houses, until it is 
found at once ina certain degree of eminence. ‘You 
may see us in the tree,’ they say, ‘ you cannot discover us 
in the twig ; you may see us in the stream, you cannot 
trace us to the fountain.’ In a word, they deny that 
historians or genealogists can point out the first mean 
man named Douglas, who originally elevated the family ; 
and true it is, that so far back as we have known this 
race, they have always been renowned for valour and 
enterprise, accompanied with the power which made that 
enterprise effectual.” 

‘* Enough,” said the knight, ‘‘I have heard of the pride 
and power of that great family, nor does it interest me 
in the least to deny or detract from their bold claims to 
consideration in this respect.” 

‘* Without doubt you must also have heard, noble sir,” 
replied the minstrel, ‘‘ many things of James, the present 
heir of the house of Douglas ?” 

‘‘More than enough,’’ answered the English knight ; 
‘*he is known to have been a stout supporter of that out- 
lawed traitor, William Wallace; and again, upon the 
first raising of the banner by this Robert Bruce, who pre- 
tends to be King of Scotland, this young springald, 
James Douglas, must needs start into rebellion anew, 
He plunders his uncle, the Archbishop of St. Andrews, 
of a considerable sum of money, to fill the Scottish 
Usurper’s not over-burdened treasury, debauches the 
servants of his frelation, takes arms, and though re- 
peatedly chastised in the field, still keeps his vaunt, and 
threatens mischief to those who, in the name of his 
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rightful sovereign, defend the Castle of Douglas- 
dale.” 

‘‘It is your pleasure to say so, Sir Knight,” replied 
Bertram; ‘‘ yet I am sure, were you a Scot, you would 
with patience hear me tell over what has been said of 
this young man by those who have known him, and 
whose account of his adventures shows how differently 
the same tale may be told. These men talk of the pre- 
sent heir of this ancient family as fully adequate to 
maintain and augment its reputation, ready, indeed, to 
undergo every peril in the cause of Robert the Bruce, 
because the Bruce 1s esteemed by him his lawful king; 
and sworn and devoted, with such small strength as he 
can muster, to revenge himself on those Southrons who 
haye, for several years, as he thinks, unjustly possessed 
themselves of his father's abode. ’ 

‘‘O,” replied Sir Aymer de Valence, ‘‘ we have heard 
much of his achievements in this respect, and of his 
threats against our governor and ourselves, yet we think 
it scarce likely that Sir John de Walton will move from 
Douglasdale without the King’s order, although this 
James Douglas, a mere chicken, take upon himself to 
crack his voice by crowing like a cock of the game.” 

‘‘Sir,” answered Bertram, ‘‘ our acquaintance is but 
brief, and yet I feel it has been so beneficial to me, that 
I trust there 1s no harm 1n hoping that James Douglas 
and you may never meet 1n bodily presence till the state 
of the two countries shall admit of peace being between 
you oo 

‘‘Thou art obliging, fnend,” answered Sir Aymer, 
‘and, I doubt not, sincere, and truly thou seemest to 
have a wholesomic sense of the respect due to this young 
knight, when men talk of him in his native valley of 
Douglas. For me, I am only poor Aymer of Valence, 
without an acre of land, or much hope of acquiring any, 
unless I cut something huge with my broadsword out ot 
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the middle of these hills, Only this, good minstrel, if 
thou livest to tell my story, may I pray thee to use thy 
scrupulous custom of searching out the verity, and 
whether I live or die thou shalt not, I think, discover 
that thy late acquaintance of a spring morning hath 
added more to the laurels of James of Douglas, than any 
man’s death must give to him by whose stronger arm, or 
more lucky chance, it 1s his lot to fall.” 

‘‘T nothing fear you, Sir Knight,” said the minstrel, 
‘for yours 1s that happy brain, which, bold in youth as 
beseems a young knight, 1s in more advanced life the 
happy source of prudent counsel, of which I would not, 
by an early death, wish thy country to be deprived ” 

‘Thou art so candid, then, as to wish Old England 
the benefit of good advice, said Sir Aymer, ‘‘ thoyeh 
thou leanest to the side of Scotland in the controversy ?” 

‘* Assuredly, Sir Knight,” said the minstrel, ‘‘ since in 
wishing that Scotland and England each knew their own 
true interest, I am bound to wish them both alike well; 
and they should, I think, desire to live in friendship to- 
gether. Occupying each their own portion of the same 
island, and living under the sime laws, and being at 
peace with each other, they might, without fear, face 
the enmity of the whole world ”’ 

“If thy faith be so liberal,” answered the Knight, 
‘*as becomes a good man, thou must certainly pray, Sir 
Minstrel, for the success of England in the war, by 
which alone these murderous hostilities of the northern 
nation can end ina solid peace The rebellions of this 
obstinate country are but the struggles of the stag when 
he 1s mortally wounded , the animal grows weaker and 
weaker with every struggle, till his resistance 1s effectually 
tamed by the hand of death ” 

‘‘Not so, Sir Knight,” said the minstrel; ‘‘ if my creed 
is well taught me, we ought not so to pray. We may, 
without offence, intimate 1n our prayers the end we wish 
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to obtain; but it 1s not for us, poor mortals, to point 
out to an all-seeing Providence the precise manner in 
which our petitions are to be accomplished, or to wish 
the downfall of a country to end 1ts commotions, as the 
death-stab terminates the agonies of the wounded stag. 
Whether I appeal to my heart or to my understanding, 
the dictate would be to petition heaven for what is just 
and equal in the case, and if I should fear for thee, Sir 
Knight, in an encounter with James of Douglas, it 1s 
only because he upholds, as I conceive, the better side 
of the debate , and powers more than earthly have pre- 
saged to him success,” 

‘*Do you tell me so, Sir Minstrel,” said De Valence, 
in a threatening tone, ‘‘ knowing me and my office?” 

@ Your personal dignity and authority,” said Bertram, 
‘cannot change the mght into wrong, or avert what 
Providence has decreed to take place. You know, I 
must presume, that the Douglas hath, by various devices, 
already contrived to make himself master of this Castle 
of Douglas three several times, and that Sir John de 
Walton, the present governor, holds it with a garrison 
trebled in force, and under the assurance that if, without 
surprise, he should keep it from the Scottish power for 
a year and a day, he shall obtain the barony of Douglas, 
with its eatensive appendages, 1n free property for his 
reward ; while, on the other hand, if he shall suffer the 
fortress during this space to be taken, either by guile or 
by open force, as has happened successively to the 
holders of the Dangerous Castle, he will become hable 
to dishonour asa knight, and to attainder as a subject , 
and the chiefs who took share with him, and serve under 
him, will participate also in his guilt and his punish- 
ment?” 

‘* All this I know well,” said Sir Aymer ; ‘‘and I only 
wonder that, having become public, the conditions have, 
nevertheless, been told with so much accuracy, but what 
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has this to do with the issue of the combat, if the Douglas 
and I should chance to meet? I will not surely be d:s- 
posed to fight with less animation because I wear my 
fortune upon my sword, or become coward because I 
fight for a portion of the Douglas's estate, as well as for 
fame and for fatherland? And, after all '—— 

‘Hear me,’ said the minstrel, ‘‘ an ancient gleeman 
has said, that 1n a false quarrel there 1s no true valour, 
and the /os or praise won therein, 1s, when balanced 
against honest fame, as valueless as a wreath formed out 
of copper, compared to a chaplet of pure gold, but I 
bid you not take me for thy warrant in this important 
question. Thou well knowest how James of Thirlwall, 
the last English commander before Sir John de Walton, 
was surprised, and the castle sacked with circumstanges 
of great inhumanity ”’ 

‘‘Truly,” said Sir Aymer, ‘'I think that Scotland and 
England both have heard of that onslaught, and of the 
disgusting proceedings of the Scottish chieftain, when 
he caused transport into the wild forest gold, silver, 
ammunition, and armour, and all things that could be 
easily removed, and destroyed a large quantity of pro- 
visions In a manner equally savage and unheard-of ” 

** Perhaps, Sir Knight,” said Bertram, ‘‘you were 
yourself an eye-witness of that transaction, which has 
been spoken of far and wide, and 1s called the Douglas 
Larder? "’ 

‘‘T saw not the actual accomplishment of the deed,” 
said De Valence , ‘‘ that 1s, I witnessed it not a-doing, 
but I beheld enough of the sad relics to make the Douglas 
Larder never by me to be forgotten as a record of horror 
and abomination I would speak it truly, by the hand 
of my father and by my honour 1s a knight! and I will 
leave it to thee to yudge whether it wis a deed calculated 
to secure the smiles of Heaven in favour of the actors. 
This 15 my edition of the story — 
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‘‘ A large quantity of provisions had during two years 
or thereabouts been collected from different points, and 
the Castle of Douglas, newly repaired, and, as was 
thought, carefully guarded, was appointed as the place 
where the said provisions were to be put in store for the 
service of the King of England, or of the Lord Clifford, 
whichever should first enter the Western Marches with 
an English army, and stand in need of such a supply. 
This army was also to relieve our wants, I mean those of 
my uncle the Earl of Pembroke, who for some time 
before had lain with a considerable force in the town 
called Ayr, near the old Caledonian Forest, and where 
we had hot wars with the insurgent Scots. Well, sir, it 
happened, as in similar cases, that Thirlwall, though a 

ld and active soldicr, was surprised in the Castle of 

ouglas, about Hallowmass, by this same worthy, young 
James Douglas. In no very good humour was he, as 
you may suppose; for his father, called William the 
Hardy, or William Longlegs, having refused, on any 
terms, to become Anglocised, was made a lawful pri- 
soner, and died as such, closely confined in Berwick, or, 
as some say, in Newcastle. The news of his father’s 
death had put young Douglas into no small rage, and 
tended, I think, to suggest what he did in his resent- 
ment. Embarrassed by the quantity of provisions which 
he found in the castle, which, the English being superior 
in the country, he had neither the means to remove, 
nor the leisure to stay and consume, the fiend, as 
I think, inspired him with a contrivance to render 
them unfit for human use. You shall judge yourself 
whether it was likely to be suggested by a good or an 
evil spirit. 

‘‘ According to this device, the gold, silver, and other 
transportable commodities being carried to seeret places 
of safety, Douglas caused the meat, the malt, and other 
corn or grain, to be brought down into the castle cellar, 
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where he emptied the contents of the sacks into one 
loathsome heap, striking out the heads of the barrels and 
puncheons, so as to let the mingled drink run through 
the heap of meal, gram, and so forth The bullocks 
provided for slaughter were 1n hke manner knocked on 
the head, and their blood suffered to drain into the mass 
of edible substances , and lastly, the flesh of these oxen 
was buried 1n the same mass, 1n which were also included 
the dead bodies of those 1n the castle, who, receiving no 
quarter from the Douglas, paid deir enough for having 
kept no better watch ‘This base and unworthy abuse 
of provisions intended for the use of man, together 
with throwing into the well of the castle carcasses 
of men and horses, and other filth for polluting the 
same, has since that time been called the DOUGLgs 
LARDER ” 

‘‘T pretend not, good Sir Aymer, said the minstrel, 
“‘ to vindicate what you justly reprove, nor can I conceive 
any mode of rendering provisions arranged after the 
form of the Douglas Larder, proper for the use of any 
Christian , yet this young gentleman might perhaps act 
under the sting of natural resentment, rendering his sin- 
gular exploit more excusable than it may seem at first. 
Think, if your own noble father had just died in a linger- 
ing captivity, his inheritance seized upon, and occupied 
as a garrison by a foreign enemy, would not these things 
stir you to a mode of resentment, which in cold blood, 
and judging of it as the action of an enemy, your honour 
might hold in natural and laudable abhorrence ?—Would 
you pay respect to dead and senseless objects, which no 
one could blame your appropriating to your own use, or 
even scruple the refusal of quarter to prisoners, which 18 
so often practised even in wars which are otherwise 
termed fair and humane?” 

‘*'You press me close, munstrel,’ said Aymer de 
Valence ‘‘I at least have no great interest to excuse 
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the Douglas in this matter, since its consequences were, 
that I myself, and the rest of my uncle’s host, laboured 
with Clifford and his army to rebuild this same Dan- 
gerous Castle ; and feeling no stomach for the cheer 
that the Douglas had left us, we suffered hard commons, 
though I acknowledge we did not hesitate to adopt for 
our own usc such sheep and oxen as the miserable Scots 
had still left around their farm-houses ; and I jest not, 
Sir Minstrel, when I acknowledge, in sad earnest, that 
we martial men ought to make our petitions with peculiar 
penitence to Heaven for mercy, when we reflect on the 
various miseries which the nature of our profession com- 
pels us to inflict upon each other.” 

‘‘Tt seems to me,’ answered the minstrel, ‘‘ that those 
wbo feel the stings of their own conscience should be 
more lenient when thcy speak of the offences of others ; 
nor do I greatly rely on a sort of prophecy which was 
delivered, as the men of this hill district say, to the young 
Douglas, by a man who in the course of nature should 
have been long since dead, promising him a course of 
success against the English for having sacrificed his own 
castle to prevent their making it a garrison.” 

‘‘'We have time enough for the story,” said Sir 
Aymer, ‘‘and methinks it would suit a knight and a 
minstrel better than the grave converse we have hitherto 
held, which would have beseemed—so God save me—the 
mouths of two travelling friars.” 

**So be it,” said the minstrel ; ‘‘ the rote or the viol 
easily changes its time and varies its note,” 
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CHAP. V. 


A tale of sorrow, for your eyes may weeps 

A tale of horror, for your flesh may tingle, 

A tale of wonder, for the eyebrows arch, 

And the fiesh curdles if you read it rightly. 

: OLp Pray, 

Jy OUR honour must be informed, gentle Sir 
ie Aymer de Valence, that I have heard thig story 
4 told at a great distance from the land in which it 
happened, by a sworn minstrel, the ancient friend and 
servant of the house of Douglas, one of the best, it is 
said, who ever belonged to that noble family. This 
minstrel, Hugo Hugonet by name, attended his young 
master when on this fierce exploit, as was his wont. 

‘« The Castle was in total tumult ; in one corner the 
war-men were busy breaking up and destroying pro- 
visions ; in another, they were slaying men, horses, and 
cattle, and these actions were accompanied with appro- 
priate sounds. The cattle, particularly, had become 
sensible of their impending fate, and with awkward 
resistance and pitcous cries, testified that reluctance with 
which these poor creatures look instinctively on the 
shambles. The groans and screams of men, undergoing, 
or about to undergo, the stroke of death, and the 
screeches of the poor horses which were in mortal agony, 
formed a fearful chorus. Iugonet was desirous to re- 
move himself from such unpleasant sights and sounds ; 
but his master, the Douglas, had been a man of some 
reading, and his old servant was anxious to secure a boo 
of poetry, to which he had been attached of old. This 
contained the Lays of an ancient Scottish Bard, who, if 
an ordinary human creature while he was in this life, 
cannot now perhaps be exactly termed such. 

‘‘ He was, in short, that Thomas, distinguished by the 
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name of the Rhymer, and whose intimacy, it is safd, 
became so great with the gifted people, called the Fatry 
folk, that he could, like them, foretell the future deed 
before it came to pass, and united in his own person the 
quality of bard and of soothsayer. But of late years he 
had vanished almost entirely from this mortal scene ; and 
although the time and manner of his death were never 
publicly known, yet the general belief was, that he was 
not severed from the land of the living, but removed to 
the land of Faery, from whence he sometimes made 
excursions, and concerned himself only about matters 
which were to come hereafter. Hugonet was the more 
earnest to prevent the loss of the works of this ancient 
bard, as many of his poems and predictions were said to 
bewreserved in the castle, and were supposed to contain 
much especially connected with the old house of Douglas, 
as well as other families of ancient descent, who had 
been subjects of this old man's prophecy ; and accord- 
ingly he determined to save this volume from destruction 
in the general conflagration to which the building was 
about to be consigned by the heir of its ancient pro- 
prietors. With this view he hurried up into the little old 
vaulted room, called ‘the Douglas's study,’ in which 
there might be some dozen old books written by the 
ancient chaplains, in what the minstrels call ¢he letter 
black. He immediately discovered the celebrated lay, 
called Sir Tristrem, which has been so often altered and 
abridged as to bear little resemblance to the original. 
Hugonet, who well knew the value in which this poem 
was held by the ancient lords of the castle, took the 
parchment volume from the shelves of the library, and 
laid it upon a small desk adjacent to the Baron's chair, 
Having made such preparations for putting it in safety, 
he fell into a brief reverie, in which the decay of light, 
and the preparations for the Douglas Larder, but espe- 
cially the last sight of objects which had been familiar to 
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his eyes, now on the eve of destruction, engaged him at 
that moment. 

‘*The bard, therefore, was thinking within himself 
upon the uncommon mixture of the mystical scholar and 
warrior in his old master, when, as he bent his eyes upon 
the book of the ancient Rhymer, he was astonished to 
observe it slowly removed from the desk on which it lay 
by an invisible hand. The old man looked with horror 
at the spontaneous motion of the book, for the safety of 
which he was interested, and had the courage to approach 
a little nearer the table, in order to discover by what 
means it had been withdrawn. 

«‘ T have said the room was already becoming dark, so 
as to render it difficult to distinguish any person in the 
chair, though it now appeared, on closer examination, 
that a kind of shadowy outline of a human form was 
seated in it, but neither precise enough to convey its 
exact figure to the mind, nor so detailed as to intimate 
distinctly its mode of action. The Bard of Douglas, 
therefore, gazed upon the object of his fear, as if he had 
looked upon something not mortal ; nevertheless, as he 
gazed more intently, he became more capable of dis- 
covering the object which offered itself to his eyes, and 
they grew by degrees more keen to penetrate what they 
witnessed. A tall thin form, attired in, or rather shaded 
with, a long flowing dusky robe, having a face and 
physiognomy so wild and overgrown with hair, as to be 
hardly human, were the only marked outlines of the 
phantom ; and, looking more attentively, Hugonet was 
still sensible of two other forms, the outlines, it seemed, 
of a hart and a hind, which appeared half to shelter 
themselves behind the person and under the robe of this 
supernatural figure.”’ 

‘‘A probable tale,” said the Knight, ‘‘for you, Sir 
Minstrel, a man of sense as you seem to be, to recite so 
gtavely! From what wise authority have you had this 
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tale, which, though it might pass well enough amid 
clanging beakers, must be held quite apocryphal in the 
sober hours of the morning?” 

‘¢ By my minstrel word, Sir Knight,” answered Bertram, 
‘‘T am no propagator of the fable, if it be one ; Hugonct, 
the violer, when he had retired into a cloister near the 
Lake of Pembelmcre in Wales, communicated the story 
to me as I now tell it. Therefore, as it was upon the 
authority of an eye-witness, I apologise not for relating 
it to you, since I could hardly discover a more direct 
source of knowledge.” 

‘‘Be it so, Sir Minstrel,” said the knight ; ‘‘ tell on 
thy tale, and may thy legend escape criticism from others 
as well as from me.” 

‘* Hugonet, Sir Knight,” answered Bertram, ‘‘ was a 
holy man, and maintained a fair character during his 
whole life, notwithstanding his trade may be esteemed a 
light one. The vision spoke to him in an antique lan- 
guage, like that formerly used in the kingdom of Strath- 
Clyde, being a species of Scots or Gaelic, which few 
would have comprchended. 

‘*«* You are a learned man,’ said the apparition, ‘and 
not unacquainted with the dialects used in your country 
formerly, although they are now out of date, and you are 
obliged to translate them into the vulgar Saxon of Deira 
or Northumberland ; but highly must an ancient British 
bard prize one in this ‘remote term of time,’ who sets 
upon the poctry of his native country a value which in- 
vites him to think of its preservation at a moment of such 
terror as influences the present evening.’ 

‘‘*It is, indeed,’ said Hugonet, ‘a night of terror, 
that calls even the dead from the grave, and makes them 
the ghastly and fearful companions of the living—Who 
or what art thou, in God’s name, who breakest the 
bounds which divide them, and revisitest thus strangely 
the state thou hast so long bid adieu to?’ 
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‘¢*T am,’ replied the vision, ‘that celebrated Thomas 
the Rhymer, by some called Thomas of Ercildoun, or 
Thomas the True Speaker. Like other sages, I am per- 
mitted at times to revisit the scenes of my former life, 
nor am I incapable of removing the shadowy clouds and 
darkness which overhang futurity; and know, thou 
afflicted man, that what thou now seest in this woeful 
country, is not a general emblem of what shall therein 
befall hereafter, but in proportion as the Douglasses are 
now suffering the loss and destruction of their home for 
their loyalty to the rightful heir of the Scottish kingdom, 
so hath Heaven appointed for them a just reward ; and 
as they have not spared to burn and destroy their own 
house and that of their fathers in the Bruce’s cause, So is 
it the doom of Heaven, that as often as the walls-of 
Douglas Castle shall be burnt to the ground, they shall 
be again rebuilt still more stately and more magnificent 
than before.’ 

‘* A cry was now heard like that of a multitude in the 
courtyard, joining in a fierce shout of exultation; at the 
same time a broad and ruddy glow seemed to burst 
from the beams and rafters, and sparks flew from them 
as from the smith’s stithy, while the element caught to 
its fuel, and the conflagration broke its way through 
every aperture. 

‘* «See ye that?’ said the vision, casting his eye to- 
wards the windows and disappearing—‘ Begone! The 
fated hour of removing this book is not yet come, nor 
are thine the destined hands. But it will be safe where 
I have placed it, and the time of its removal shall come.’ 
The voice was heard after the form had vanished, and 
the brain of Hugonet almost turned round at the wild 
scene which he beheld ; his utmost exertion was scarcely 
sufficient to withdraw him from the terrible spot, and 
Douglas Castle that night sunk into ashes and smoke, 
to arise, in no great length of time, in a form stronger 
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than ever.” The minstrel stopped, and his hearer, the 
English knight, remained silent for some minutes ere at 
length he replied. 

‘‘It is true, minstrel,” answered Sir Aymer, “that 
your tale is so far undeniable, that this castle—three 
times burned down by the heir of the house and of the 
barony—has hitherto been as often reared again by 
Henry Lord Clifford, and other gencrals of the English, 
who endeavoured on every occasion to build it up morc 
artificially and more strongly than it had formerly 
existed, sincc it occupies a position too important to 
the safety of our Scottish border to permit our yielding 
it up. This I myself have partly witnessed. But I 
cannot think, that because the castle has been so de- 
Strgyed, it is thercfore [decreed so to be repaired in 
future, considering that such cruelties, as surely cannot 
meet the approbation of Heaven, have attended the 
feats of the Douglasses. But I see thou art deter- 
mined to keep thine own faith, nor can I blame thee, 
since the wonderful turns of fate which have attended 
this fortress are sufficient to warrant any one to watch 
for what seem the peculiar indications of the will of 
Heaven ; but thou mayst believe, good minstrel, that 
the fault shall not be mine, if the young Douglas shall 
have opportunity to exercise his cookery upon a second 
edition of his family larder, or to proft by the predic- 
tions of Thomas the Rhymer,.” 

‘*I do not doubt due circumspection upon your own 
part and Sir John de Walton's,” said Bertram ; ‘‘ but 
there is no crime in my saying that Heaven can accom- 
plish its own purposes. I look upon Douglas Castle as 
in some degree a fated place, and I long to see what 
changes time may have made in it during the currency 
of twenty years. Above all, I desire to secure, if pos- 
sible, the volume of this Thomas of Ercildoun, having in 
it such a fund of forgotten minstrelsy, and of prophecies 
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respecting the future fates of the British kingdom, both 
northern and southern.” 

The knight made no answer, but rode a little space 
forward, keeping the upper part of the ridge of the 
water, by which. the road down the vale seemed to be 
rather sharply conducted. It at length attained the 
summit of an acclivity of considerable length. From this 
point, and behind a conspicuous rock, which appeared 
to have been pushed aside, as it were, like the scene of a 
theatre, to admit a view of the under part of the valley, 
the travellers beheld the cxtensive vale, parts of which 
have been already shown in detail, but which, as the river 
became narrower, was now entirely laid bare in its 
height and depth as far as it extended, and displayed in 
its precincts, at a little distance from the course of «he 
stream, the towering and lordly castle to which it gave 
the name. The mist, which continued to encumber the 
valley with its fleecy clouds, showed imperfectly the rude 
fortifications which served to defend the small town of 
Douglas, which was strong enough to repel a desultory 
attack, but not to withstand what was called in those 
days a formal sicge. The most striking feature was its 
church, an ancient Gothic pile raised on an eminence 
in the centre of the town, and even then extremely 
ruinous. To the Icft, and lying in the distance, might 
be seen other towers and battlements ; and, divided 
from the town by a piece of artificial water, which ex- 
tended almost around it, arose the Dangerous Castle of 
Douglas. 

Sternly was it fortified, after the fashion of the middle 
ages, with donjon and battlements; displaying above 
others the tall tower, which bore the name of Lord 
Henry’s or the Clifford's Tower. 

‘* Yonder is the castle,’’ said Aymer de Valence, ex- 
tending his arm with a smile of triumph upon his brow ; 
‘*thou mayst judge thyself, whether the defences added 
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to it under the Clifford are likely to render its next cap- 
ture a more easy deed than the last.” 

The minstrel barely shook his head, and quoted from 
the Psalmist—‘‘ Nist Dominus custodiet.” Nor did he 
prosecute the discotrse, though De Valence answered 
eagerly, ‘‘ My own edition of the text is not very different 
from thine ; but, methinks thou art more spiritually- 
minded than can always be predicated of a wandering 
minstrel.” 

‘God knows,” said Bertram, ‘‘ that if I, or such as I, 
are forgetful of the finger of Providence in accom- 
plishing its purposes in this lower world, we have heavier 
blame than that of other people, since we are perpetually 
called upon, in the exercise of our fanciful profession, 
ee the turns of fate which bring good out of evil, 
and which render those who think only of their own pas- 
sions and purposes the executors of the will of Heaven.” 

‘*I do submit to what you say, Sir Minstrel,” an- 
swered the knight, ‘‘and it would be unlawful to express 
any doubt of the truths which you speak so solemnly, 
any more than of your own belief in them. Let me add, 
sir, that I think I have power enough in this garrison to 
bid you welcome, and Sir John de Walton, I hope, will 
not refuse access to hall, castle, or knight's bower, to a 
person of your profession, and by whose conversation 
we shall, perhaps, profit somewhat. I cannot, how- 
ever, lead you to expect such indulgence for your son, 
considering the present state of his health ; but if I pro- 
cure him the privilege to remain at the convent of Saint 
Bride, he will be there unmolested and in safety, until 
you have renewed your acquaintance with Douglasdale 
and its history, and are disposed to set forward on your 
journcy.” 

‘IT embrace your honour's proposal the more wil- 
lingly,” said the minstrel, ‘‘that I can recompense the 
Father Abbot.” 
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“‘A main point with holy men or women,” replied De 
Valence, ‘‘ who, in time of warfare, subsist by affording 
the visitors of their shrine the means of maintenance in 
their cloisters for a passing season.” 

The party now approached the sentinels on guard at 
the castle, who were closely and thickly stationed, and 
who respectfully admitted Sir Aymer de Valence, as next 
in command under Sir John de Walton. Fabian—for so 
was the young squire named who attended on De Va- 
lence—mentioned it as his master’s pleasure that the 
minstrel should also be admitted. 

An old archer, however, looked hard at the minstrel 
as he followed Sir Aymer. ‘‘It is not for us,” said he, 
‘“‘or any of our degree, to oppose the pleasure of Sir 
Aymer de Valence, nephew to the Earl of Pembroke, in 
such a matter ; and for us, Master Fabian, welcome tite 
you to make the gleeman your companion both at bed 
and board, as well as your visitant, a weck or two at the 
Castle of Douglas ; but your worship is well aware of 
the strict order of watch laid upon us, and if Solomon, 
King of Israel], were to come here as a travelling min- 
strel, by my faith I durst not give him entrance, unless 
I had positive authority from Sir John de Walton.” 

‘*Do you doubt, sirrah,”’ said Sir Aymer de Valence, 
who returned on hearing an altercation betwixt Fabian 
and the archer—‘‘do you doubt that I have good 
authority to entertain a guest, or do you presume to con- 
test it?” 

‘‘ Heaven forbid!” said the old man, ‘‘ that I should 
presume to place my own desire in opposition to your 
worship, who has so lately and so honourably acquired 
your spurs ; but in this matter I must think what will be 
the wish of Sir John de Walton, who is your governor, 
Sir Knight, as well as mine; and so far I hold it worth 
while to detain your guest until Sir John return from 
a ride to the outposts of the castle; and this, I con- 
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ceive, being my duty, will be no matter of offence to 
your worship.” 

‘‘ Methinks,” said the knight, ‘‘it is saucy in thee to 
suppose that my commands can have anything in them 
improper, or contradictory to those of Sir John de 
Walton ; thou mayst trust to me at least that thou shalt 
come tono harm. Keep this man in the guard-room ; 
let him not want good cheer, and when Sir John de 
Walton returns, report him as a person admitted by my 
invitation, and if anything more be wanted to make out 
your excuse, I shall not be reluctant in stating it to the 
governor.” 

The archer made a signal of obedience with the pike 
which he held in his hand, and resumed the grave and 
solemn manner of a sentinel upen his post. He first, 
hdWever, ushered in the minstrel, and furnished him 
with food and liquor, speaking at the same time to 
Fabian, who remained behind. The smart young 
Stripling had become very proud of late, in consequence 
of obtaining the name of Sir Aymer’s squire, and ad- 
vancing a step in chivalry, as Sir Aymer himself had, 
somewhat earlier than the usual period, been advanced 
from squire to knight. 

‘TI tell thee, Fabian,” said the old archer (whose 
gravity, sagacity, and skill in his vocation, while they 
gained him the confidence of all in the castle, subjected 
him, as he himself said, occasionally to the ridicule of 
the young coxcombs; and at the same time, we may 
add, rendcred him somewhat pragmatic and punctilious 
towards those who stood higher than himself in birth 
and rank); ‘‘I tell thee, Fabian, thou wilt do thy 
master, Sir Ayiner, good service, if thou wilt give hima 
hint to suffer an old archer, man-at-arms, or such like, 
to give him a fair and civil answer respecting that which 
he commands; for undoubtedly it is not in the first 
score of a man’s years that he learns the various proper 
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forms of military service; and Sir John de Walton, a 
most excellent commander no doubt, is one earnestly 
bent on pursuing the strict line of his duty, and will be 
rigorously severe, as well, believe me, with thy master as 
with a lesser person. Nay, he also possesses that zeal 
for his duty which induces him to throw blame, if there 
be the slightest ground for it, upon Aymer de Valence 
himself, although his uncle, the Earl of Pembroke, was 
Sir John de Walton’s steady patron, and laid the be- 
ginning of his good fortune ; for all which by training 
up his nephew in the true discipline of the French wars, 
Sir John has taken the best way of showing himself 
grateful to the old Earl.” 

‘* Be it as you will, old Gilbert Greenleaf,” answered 
Fabian ; ‘‘thou knowest I never quarrel with thy ser- 
monising, and therefore give me credit for submitting to 
many a lecture from Sir John de Walton and thyself ; 
but thou drivest this a little too far, if thou canst not let 
a day pass without giving me a flogging. Credit me, Sir 
John de Walton will not thank thee, if thou term him 
one too old to remember that he himself had once some 
green sap in his veins. Ay, thus it is, the old man will 
not forget that he has once been young, nor the young 
that he must some day be old; and so the one changes 
his manners into the lingering formality of advanced 
age, and the other remains like a midsummer torrent 
swollen with rain, every drop of water in it noise, froth, 
and overflow. There is a maxim for thee, Gilbert !— 
Heardest thou ever better? hang it up amidst thy 
axioms of wisdom, and sce if it will not pass among 
them like fifteen to the dozen. It will serve to bring 
thee off, man, when the wine-pot (thine only fault, good 
Gilbert) hath brought thee on occasion into something 
of a scrape.” 

‘* Best keep it for thyself, good Sir Squire,” said the 
old man; ‘‘ methinks it is more like to stand thyself one 
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day in good stead. Who ever heard of a knight, or of 
the wood of which a knight is made, and that is a squire, 
being punished corporally like a poor old archer or 
horseboy? Your worst fault will be mended by some of 
these witty sayings, and your best service will scarce be 
rewarded more thankfully than by giving thee the name 
of Fabian the Fabler, or some such witty title.” 

Having unloosed his repartee to this extent, old 
Greenleaf resumed a certain acidity of countenance, 
which may be said to characterise those whose prefer- 
ment hath become frozen under the influence of the 
slowness of its progress, and who display a general 
spleen against such as have obtained the advancement 
for which all are struggling, earlier, and, as they sup- 
pes, with Iess merit than their own. From time to 
time the eye of the old sentinel stole from the top of his 
pike, and with an air of triumph rested upon the young 
mam Fabian, as if to see how deeply the wound had 
galled him, while at the same time he held himself 
on the alert to perform whatever mechanical duty his 
post might require. Both Fabian and his master were 
at the happy period of life when such discontent as that 
of the grave archer affected them lightly, and, at the 
very worst, was considered as the jest of an old man and 
a good soldier; the more especially, as he was always 
willing to do the duty of his companions, and was much 
trusted by Sir John de Walton, who, though very much 
younger, had been bred up like Greenleaf in the wars of 
Edward the First, and was tenacious in upholding strict 
discipline, which, since the death of that great monarch, 
had been considerably neglected by the young and warm- 
blooded valour of England. 

Meantime it occurred to Sir Aymer de Valence, that 
though in displaying the usual degree of hospitality 
shown to such a man as Bertram, he had merely done 
what was becoming his own rank, as one possessed of 
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the highest honours of chivalry—the self-styled minstrel 
might not in reality be a man of that worth which he 
assumed. There was certainly something in his conver- 
sation, at least more grave, if not more austere, than 
was common to those of his calling; and when he re- 
collected many points of Sir John de Walton’s minute- 
ness, a doubt arose in his mind, that the governor might 
not approve of his having introduced into the castle a 
person of Bertram’s character, who was capable of making 
observations from which the garrison might afterwards 
feel much danger and inconvenience. Secretly, there- 
fore, he regretted that he had not fairly intimated to the 
wandering minstrel, that his reception, or that of any 
stranger, within the Dangerous Castle, was not at 
prescnt permitted by the circumstances of the timgs. 
In this case, the express line of his duty would have 
been his vindication, and, instead perhaps of discoun- 
tenance and blame, he would have had praise and honour 
from his superior. 

With these thoughts passing through his mind, some 
tacit apprehension arose of a rebuke on the part of his 
commanding-officer; for this officer, notwithstanding 
his strictness, Sir Aymer loved as well as feared. He 
went, therefore, towards the guard-room of the castle, 
under the pretence of seeing that the rites of hospitality 
had been duly observed towards his late travelling com- 
panion. The minstrel arose respectfully, and from the 
manner in which he paid his compliments, seemed, if he 
had not expected this call of inquiry, at least to be in 
no degree surprised at it. Sir Aymer, on the other 
hand, assumed an air something more distant than he 
had yet used towards Bertram, and in reverting to his 
former invitation, he now so far qualified it as to say, 
that the minstrel knew that he was only second in com- 
mand, and that effectual permission to enter the castle 
ought to be sanctioned by Sir John de Walton. 
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There is a civil way of seeming to believe any apology 
which people are disposed to receive in payment, without 
alleging suspicion of its currency. The minstrel, there- 
fore, tendered his thanks for the civility which had so 
far been shown to him. ‘‘It was a mere wish of passing 
curiosity,” he said, ‘‘which, if not granted, could be 
attended with no consequences either inconvenient or 
disagreeable to him. Thomas of Ercildoun was, accord- 
ing to the Welch triads, one of the three bards of Britain 
who never stained a spear with blood, or was guilty 
cither of taking or retaking castles and fortresses, and 
thus far not a person likely, after death, to be suspected 
of such warlike feats. But I can easily conccive why 
Sir John de Walton should have allowed the usual rites 
Ofebospitality to fall into disuse, and why a man of 
public character like myself ought not to desire food or 
lodging wherc it is accounted so dangerous ; and it can 
surprise no one why the governor did not even invest 
his worthy young licutenant with the power of dispensing 
with so strict and unusual a rule.” 

These words, very coolly spoken, had something of 
the effect of affronting the young knight, as insinuating, 
that he was not held sufficiently trustworthy by Sir John 
de Walton, with whom he had lived on terms of affec- 
tion and familiarity, though the governor had attained 
his thirtieth year and upwards, and his lieutenant did 
not yet write himself one-and-twenty, the full age of 
chivalry having been in his case particularly dispensed 
with, owing to a feat of early manhood. Ere he had 
fully composed the angry thoughts which were chafing 
in his mind, the sound of a hunting-bugle was heard at 
the gate, and from the sort of general stir which it 
spread through the garrison, it was plain that the gover- 
nor had returned from his ride. very sentinel, seem- 
ingly animated by his presence, shouldered his pike 
more uprightly, gave the word of the post more sharply, 
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the boy Fabian, who has bravery, but as little steadiness 
in him as a bottle of fermented srnall beer.” 

‘*Now hang thee,” thought Fabian to himself, ‘‘ for 
an old relic of the wars, stuffed full of conceit and war- 
like terms, like the soldier who, to kecp himself from the 
cold, has lapped himself so close in a tattered ensign for 
a shelter, that his very outside may show nothing but 
rags and blazonry.” 

‘‘T would not think twice of the matter, were the 
party less dear to me,” said Sir John de Walton. ‘ But 
I would fain be of usc to this young man, even although 
I should purchase his improvement in military know- 
ledge at the expense of giving him a little pain. Expe- 
rience should, as it were, be burnt in upon the mind of 
a young man, and not merely impressed by markingthe 
lines of his chart out for him with chalk ; I will remem- 
ber the hint you, Greenleaf, have given, and take an 
opportunity of severing these two young men; and 
though I most dearly love the one, and am far from 
wishing ill to the other, yet at present, as you well hint, 
the blind is leading the blind, and the young knight has 
for his assistant and counsellor too young a squire, and 
that must be amended.” 

‘‘ Marry! out upon thee, old palmer-worm !" said the 
page within himself; ‘‘have I found thee in the very 
fact of maligning myself and my master, as it is thy 
nature to do towards all the hopeful young buds of 
chivalry? If it were not to dirty the arms of an ¢léve of 
chivalry, by measuring them with one of thy rank, I 
might honour thee with a knightly invitation to the 
field, while the scandal which thou hast spoken is still 
foul upon thy tongue; as it is, thou shalt not carry one 
kind of language publicly in the castle, and another 
before the governor upon the footing of having served 
with him under the banner of Longshanks. I will carry 
to my master this tale of thine evil intentions ; and when 
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we have concerted together, it shall appear whether the 
youthful spirits of the garrison or the grey beards are 
most likely to be the hope and protection of this same 
Castle of Douglas.” 

It is enough to say that Fabian pursued his purpose, 
in carrying to his master, and in no very good humour, 
the report of what had passed between Sir John de 
Walton and the old soldier. He succeeded in repre- 
senting the whole as a formal offence intended to Sir 
s\ymer de Valence ; while all that the governor did to 
remove the suspicions entertained by the young knight, 
could not in any respect bring him to take a kindly view 
of the feelings of his commander towards him. HEle 
retained the impression which he had formed from 
Fakjan’s recital of what he had heard, and did not think 
he was doing Sir John de Walton any injustice, in sup- 
posing him desirous to engross the greatest share of the 
fame acquired in the defence of the castle, and thrusting 
back his companions, who might reasonably pretend to 
a fair portion of it. 

The mother of mischief, says a Scottish proverb, is 
no bigger than a midge’s wing. In this matter of 
quarrel, neither the young man nor the older knight 
had afforded each other any just cause of offence. De 
Walton was a strict observer of military discipline, in 
which he had been educated from his extreme youth, 
and by which he was almost as completely ruled as bv 
his natural disposition ; and his present situation addect 
force to his original education. 

Common report had even exaggerated the military 
skill, the love of adventure, and the great variety of en- 
terprise, ascribed to James, the young Lord of Douglas. 
He had, in the eyes of this Southern garrison, the 
faculties of a fiend, rather than those of a mere mortal ; 
for if the English soldiers cursed the tedium of the per- 
petual watch and ward upon the Dangcrous Castle, 
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which admitted of no relaxation from the severity of 
extreme duty, they agreed that a tall form was sure to 
appear to them with a battle-axe in his hand, and en- 
tering into conversation in the most insinuating manner, 
never failed, with an ingenuity and cloquence equal to 
that of a fallen spirit, to recommend to the discontented 
sentinel, some mode in which, by giving his assistance 
to betray the English, he might set himself at liberty. 
The variety of these devices, and the frequency of their 
recurrence, kept Sir John de Walton's anxiety so per- 
petually upon the stretch, that he at no time thought 
himself exactly out of the Black Douglas's reach, any 
more than the good Christian supposes himself out of 
reach of the wiles of the Devil ; while every new tempta- 
tion, instead of confirming his hope, seems to announce 
that the immediate retreat of the Evil One will be fol- 
Jowcd by some new attack yet more cunningly devised, 
Under this general state of anxiety and apprchension, 
the temper of the governor changed somewhat for the 
worse, and they who loved him best, regretted most 
that he became addicted to complain of the want of 
diligence on the part of those who, neither invested with 
responsibility like his nor animated by the hope of such 
splendid rewards, did not entertain the same degree of 
watchful and incessant suspicion as himself. The 
soldiers muttered that the vigilance of their governor 
was marked with severity ; the officers and men of rank, 
of whom there were several, as the castle was a renowned 
school of arms, and there was a certain merit attained 
even by serving within its walls, complained, at the same 
time, that Sir John de Walton no longer made parties 
for hunting, for hawking, or for any purpose which 
might soften the rigours of warfare, and suffered no- 
thing to go forward but the precise discipline of the 
castle. On the other hand it may be usually granted 
that the castle is well kept where the governor is a 
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disciplinarian ; and where feuds and personal quarrels 
are found in the garrison, the young men are usually 
more in fault than those whose greater experience has 
convinced them of the necessity of using the strictest 
precautions. 

A generous mind—and such was Sir John de Walton's 
—is often in this way changed and corrupted by the 
habit of over-vigilance, and pushed beyond its natural 
limits of candour. Neither was Sir Aymer de Valence 
free from aesimilar change; suspicion, though from 
a different cause, secmed also to threaten to bias his 
open and noble disposition, in those qualities which 
had hitherto been proper to him. It was in vain that 
Sir John de Walton studiously sought opportunities to 
givg, his younger friend mdulgences, which at times 
were as far extended as the duty of the garrison per- 
mitted. ‘The blow was struck; the alarm had been 
given to a proud and fiery temper on both sides ; and 
while De Valence entertained an opinion that he was 
unjustly suspected by a friend, who was in several 
respects bound to him, De Walton, on the other hand, 
was led to conccive that a young man, of whom he took 
a charge as affectionate as if he had been a son of his 
own, and who owed to his lessons what he knew of 
warfarc, and what success he had obtained in life, had 
taken offence at trifles, and considered himself ill treated 
on very inadequate grounds. The seeds of disagreement, 
thus sown between them, failed not, like the tares sown 
by the Enemy among the wheat, to pass from one class 
of the garrison to another ; the soldiers, though without 
any better reason than merely to pass the time, took 
different sides between their governor and his young 
lieutenant ; and so the ball of contention, being once 
thrown up between them, never lacked some arm or 
other to keep it in motion. 
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CHAP. VI. 


Alas! they had been friends in youth: 
But whispering tongues can poison truth ; 
And constancy lives in realins aboue ; 

And life is thorny, and youth ts vatn 3 
And to be wroth with one we lowe, 


Doth work like madness tn the brain, 
a * * * x * 


Each spoke words of high disdaiu, 
And insult to his heart's dear brother, 
But never cither found another 
To free the hollow heart from painine— 
They stood aloof, the s ars rematiin., 

Like cliffs which hat been veut asunder ; 
A dreary sea now flows between, 

But netther heat, nor frost, nor thunder, 
Shall wholly do away, I ween, 
The marks of that whith ame have been, 

Christabelle of Cor kRIDGE. 


N prosecution of the intention which, when his 
“i blood was cool, seemed to him wisest, Sir John 
fame de Walton resolved that he would go to the 
verge of indulgence with his lieutenant and his young 
officers, furnish them with every species of amusement 
which the place rendered possible, and make them 
ashamed of their discontent, by overloading them with 
courtesy. ‘The first time, therefore, that he saw Aymer 
de Valence after his return to the castle, he addressed 
him in high spirits, whether real or assumed. 

‘*What thinkest thou, my young fricnd,” said De 
Walton, ‘' if we try some of the woodland sports proper, 
they say, to this country? There are still in our neigh- 
bourhood some herds of the Caledonian breed of wild 
cattle, which are nowhere to be found except among the 
moorlands—the black and rugged fronticr of what was 
anciently called the Kingdom of Strath-Clyde. There 
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are some hunters, too, who have been accustomed to the 
sport, and who vouch that these animals are by far the 
most bold and fierce subjects of chase in the island of 
Britain.” 

‘*You will do as you please,” replied Sir Aymer, 
coldly ; ‘‘but it is not I, Sir John, who would recom- 
mend, for the sake of a hunting-match, that you should 
involve the whole garrison in danger ; you know best the 
responsibilities incurred by your office here, and no 
doubt musf® have heedfully attended to them before 
making a proposal of such a nature.” 

‘‘T do indeed know my own duty,” replied De Walton, 
offended in turn, ‘‘and might be allowed to think of 
yours also, without assuming more than my own share 
ofagesponsibility ; but it seems to me as if the com- 
mander of this Dangerous Castle, among other inabilities, 
were, as old peuple in this country say, subjected to a 
spell—and one which renders it impossible for him to 
guide his conduct so as to afford pleasure to those whom 
he is most desirous to oblige. Not a great many weeks 
sfnce, whose eyes would have sparkled like those of Sir 
Aymer de Valence at the proposal of a general hunting- 
match after a new object of game? and now what is his 
bearing when such sport is proposed, merely, I think, to 
disappoint my purpose of obliging him?—a cold ac- 
quiescence drops half frozen from his lips, and he 
proposes to go to rouse the wild cattle with an air of 
gravity, as if he were undertaking a pilgrimage to the 
tonib of a martyr.” 

‘‘Not so, Sir John,” answered the young knight. 
‘‘In our present situation we stand conjoined in more 
charges than one, and although the greater and con- 
troli.g? trust is no doubt laid upon you as the elder and 
abler knight, yet still I feel that I myself have my own 
share of a serious responsibility. 1 trust, therefore, you 
will indulgently hear my opinion, and bear with it, even 
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though it should appear to have relation to that part of 
our common charge which 1s more especially intrusted 
to your keeping [The dignity of knighthood, which I 
have the honour to share with you, the accolade laid 
on my shoulder by the royal Plantagenct, entitles me, 
methinks, to so much giace ' 

‘‘T cry you mercy, said the elder cavalier , ‘‘I forgot 
how important a person I had before me, dubbed by King 
Edward himself, who was moved no doubt by special 
reasons to confer such an early honour , ared I certainly 
feel that I overstep my duty when I propose anything 
that savours lke idle sport tu a person of such grave 
pretensions 

‘‘Sir John de Walton, i1etorted De Valence, ‘‘we 
have had something too much of this—let it stop Qgre. 
All that I mean to say 1s, that 1n this wardship of Doug] 1s 
Castle, 1t will not be by my consent, if any amusement, 
which distinctly infers a relaxation of discipline, be un- 
necessarily engaged in and especially such as compels 
us to summon to our assistance a number of the Scots, 
whose evil disposition towards us we well know, nbr 
will I, though my years have rendered me liable to such 
suspicion, suffer anything of this ‘kind to be imputed to 
me and if unfortunately—though I am sure 1 know 
not why—we are in future to lay aside those bonds of 
familar fmnendship which formerly linked us to each 
other, yct I sce no reason why we should not bear our- 
sclves in our necessary communications like knights and 
gentlemen, and put the best construction on each other s 
motives, since there can be no reason for imputing the 
yorst to anything that comes from either of us ’ 

‘*You may be right, Sir Aymer de Valence,’ said the 
governor, bending stiffly ‘‘and since you say we are 
no longer bound to each other as friends, you may be 
certain, nevertheless, that I will never permit a hostile 
feeling, of which you aie the olyect, to occupy my 
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bosom. You have been long, and I hope not uselessly, 
my pupil in the duties of chivalry. You are the near 
relation of the Earl of Pembroke, my kind and constant 
patron ; and if these circumstances are well weighed, 
they form a connection, which it would be difficult, at 
least for me, to break through. If you feel yourself, as 
you seem to intimate, less strictly tied by former obliga- 
tions, you must take your own choice in fixing our 
relations towards each other.” 

‘‘T can only say,” replied De Valence, ‘‘ that my con- 
duct will naturally be regulated by your own ; and you, 
Sir John, cannot hope more devoutly than I do that our 
military duties may be fairly discharged, without inter- 
fering with our friendly intercourse.” 

aphe knights here parted, after a conference which 
once or twice had very nearly terminated in a full and 
cordial explanation ; but still there was wanting one 
kind heartfelt word from either to break, as it were, the 
ice which was fast freezing upon their intercourse, and 
neither chose to be the first in making the necessary 
advances with sufficient cordiality, though each would 
have gladly done so, had the other appeared desirous of 
meeting it with the same ardour; but their pride was 
too high, and prevented either from saying what might 
at once have put them upon an open and manly footing. 
They parted, therefore, without again returning to the 
subject of the proposed diversion ; until it was afterwards 
resumed in a formal note, praying Sir Aymer de Valence 
to accompany the commandant of Douglas Castle upon 
a solemn hunting-match, which had for its object the 
wild cattle of the neighbouring dale. 

The time of meeting was appointed at six in the morn- 
ing, beyond the gate of the outer barricade; and the 
chase was declared to be ended in the afternoon, when 
the vecheat should be blown beneath the great oak, 
known by the name of Sholto’s Club, which stood a 
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remarkable object, where Douglasdale was bounded by 
several scattered trees, the outskirts of the forest and hill 
country. The usual warning was sent out to the common 
people, or vassals of the district, which they, notwith- 
Standing thcir feeling of antipathy, received in general 
with delight, upon the great Epicurean principle of carpe 
diem, that is to say, in whatever circumstances it happens 
to present itself, be sure you lose no recreation which life 
atfords. A hunting-match has still its attractions even 
though an Enthsh knight take his pleasure in the woods 
of the Douglas. 

It was no doubt afflicting to these faithful vassals, to 
acknowledge another lord than the redoubted Douglas, 
and to wait by wood and river at the command of Eng- 
lish officers, and in the company of their archers, wygm 
they accounted their natural enemies. Still it was the 
only species of amusement which had been permitted 
them for a long timc, and they were not disposed to 
omit the rare opportunity of joining in it. The chase of 
the wolf, the wild boar, or even the timid stag, required 
silvan arms; the wild cattle still more demanded this 
equipment of war-bows and shafts, boar-spears and 
sharp swords, and other tools of the chase similar to 
those used in actual war. Considering this, the Scottish 
inhabitants were seldom allowed to join in the chase, 
except under regulations as to number and arms, and 
especially in preserving a balance of force on the side of 
the English soldiers, which was very offensive to them. 
The greater part of the garrison was upon such occa- 
sions kept on foot, and several detachments, formed 
according to the governor's direction, were stationed in 
different positions in casc any quarrel should suddenly 
break out. 
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CHAP. VII. 


Lhe drivers thorough the wood went, 
For to raise the decr; 

Bowinen bickercd upon the bent, 
With their broad arrows clear. 


Tie wylde thorough the woods went, 
Ox every side shear; 
Greyhounds thorough the groves gicnt, 
eo fur to kill their deer. 
BALLap of CHEVY CH sr, Old Edit. 


HE appointed morning came in cold and raw, 
f aftcr the manner of the Scottish March weather. 
Dogs yelped, yawned, ani shivered, and the 
hvagsmen, though hardy and cheerful in expectation of 
the day's sport, twitched their mauds, or Lowland plaids, 
close to their throats, and looked with some dismay at 
the mists which floated about the horizon, now threaten- 
ing to sink down on the peaks and ridges of prominent 
mountains, and now to shift their position under the in- 
fluence of some of the uncertain gales, which rose and 
fell alternately, as they swept along the valley. 
Nevertheless, the appearance of the whole formed, as 
is usual in almost all departments of the chase, a gay 
and a jovial spectacle. <A bricf truce seemed to have 
taken place between the nations, and the Scottish people 
appeared for the time rather as exhibiting the sports of 
their mountains in a friendly manner to the accomplished 
knights and bonny archers of Old England, than as per- 
forming a feudal] service, neither easy nor dignified in 
itself, at the instigation of usurping neighbours. The 
ficures of the cavaliers, now half seen, now exhibited 
fully, and at the height of strenuous exertion, according 
to the character of the dangerous and broken ground, 
particularly attracted the attention of the pedestrians, 
who, Icading the dogs or beating the thickets, dislodged 
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such objects of chase as they found 1m the dingles, and 
kept their eyes fixed upon their companions, rendered 
miore remarkable from being mounted, and the speed at 
which they urged their horses, the disregard of all 
accidents being as perfect as Melton Mowbray itself, or 
any other noted field of hunters of the present day, can 
exhibit. 

The principles on which modern and ancient hunting 
were conducted are, however, as different as possible A 
fo\, or even a hare, 1s, In our own day, considered as a 
suthcient apology for a days exercise to forty or fifty 
dogs, and nearly as many men and horses, but the 
ancient chase, even though not terminating, as it often 
did in battle, carried with 1t objects more important, and 
an interest immeasurably more sturing If indeed,gne 
species of exercise can be pointed out as more univer- 
sally exhilarating and engrossing than others, it 1s cer- 
tunly that of the chase. ‘lhe poor over laboured 
drudge, who has served out his day of life, and wearied 
all his energies in the service of his fellow mortals—he 
who has been for many years the slave of agriculture, or 
(stil! worse) of manufactures—engaged in raising a 
single peck of coin from year to year, or in the mono- 
tonous labours of the deskh—can hardly remain dead to 
the general happiness when the chase sweeps past him 
with hound and horn, and for a moment feels all the 
exultation of the proudest cavalier who partakes the 
amusement. Let any one who has witnessed the sight 
recall to his imagination the vigour and lively interest 
which he has seen inspired into a village, including the 
oldest and feeblest of 1ts inhabitants. In the words of 
Wordsworth, it 1s, on such occisions, 


Up, Timothy, up with your staff and away, 
Not a soul will remain m the village to dy ; 
ihe hare has just started from Hamilton’s grounds, 
And Shiddaw 1s glad with the cry of the hounds. 
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But compare these inspiring sounds to the burst of a 
whole feudal population enjoying the sport, whose lives, 
instead of being spent in the monotonous toil of modern 
avocations, have been agitated by the hazards of war, 
and of the chase, its near resemblance, and you must 
necessarily suppose that the excitation is extended, likea 
fire which catches to dry heath. To use the common 
expression, borrowed from another amusement, all is fish 
that comes in the net on such occasions. An ancient 
hunting-match (the nature of the carnage excepted) was 
almost equal to a modern battle, when the strife took 
place on the surface of a varied and unequal country. 
A whole district poured forth its inhabitants, who formed 
aring of great extent, called technically a tinchel, and, 
adygncing and narrowing their circle by degrees, drove 
before them the alarmed animals of every kind ; all and 
each of which, as they burst from the thicket or the 
moorland, were objects of the bow, the javelin, or what- 
ever missile weapons the hunters possessed ; while others 
were run down and worried by large grey hounds, or more 
frequently brought to bay, when the more important 
persons present claimed for themselves the pleasure of 
putting them to death with their chivalrous hands, in- 
curring individually such danger as is inferred from a 
mortal contest even with the timid buck, when he is 
brought to the death struggle, and has no choice but 
yielding his life or putting himself upon the defensive, 
by the aid of his splendid antlers, and with all the 
courage of despair. 

The quantity of game found in Douglasdale on this 
occasion was very considerable, for, as already noticed, 
it was a long time since a hunting upon a great scale had 
been attempted under the Douglasses themselves, whose 
misfortunes had commenced several years before, with 
those of their country. The English garrison, too, had 
not sooner judged themselves strong or numerous enough 
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to exercise these valued feudal privileges. In the mean- 
time, the game increased considerably. The deer, the 
wild cattle, and the wild boars, Jay near the foot of the 
mountains, and made frequent irruptions into the lower 
part of the valley, which in Douglasdale bears no small 
reseinblance to an oasis, surrounded by tangled woods, 
and broken moors, occasionally rocky, and showing large 
tracts of that bleak dominion to which wild creatures 
gladly escape when pressed by the neighbourhood of 
man. e 

As the hunters traversed the spots which separated the 
field from the wood, there was always a stimulating un- 
certainty what sort of game was to be found, and the 
marksman with his bow ready bent or his javelin poised, 
and his good and well-bitted horse thrown upogpits 
haunches, ready for a sudden start, observed watchfully 
what should rush from the covert, so that, were it deer, 
boar, wolf, wild cattle, or any other species of game, he 
might be in readiness. 

The wolf, which, on account of its ravages, was the 
most obnoxious of the beasts of prey, did not, however, 
supply the degree of diversion which his name promised ; 
he usually fled far—in some instances many miles— 
before he took courage to turn to bay, and though for- 
midable at such moments, destroying both dogs and 
men by his terrible bitc, yet at other times was rather 
despised for his cowardice. ‘The boar, on the other 
hand, was a much more irascible and courageous 
animal. 

The wild cattle, the most formidable of all the tenants 
of the ancient Calcdonian forest, were, however, to the 
English cavaliers, by far the most interesting objects of 
pursuit.* Altogether, the ringing of bugles, the clattering 
of horses’ hoofs, the lowing and bellowing of the enraged 
mountain cattle, the sobs of deer mangled by throttling 
dogs, the wild shouts of exultation of the men,—-madc a 
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chorus which extended far through the scene in which it 
arose, and seemed to threaten the inhabitants of the valley 
even in its inmost recesses. 

During the course of the hunting, when a stag or a 
boar was expected, one of the wild cattle often came 
rushing forward, bearing down the young trees, crashing 
the branches in its progress, and in general dispersing 
whatever opposition was presented to it by the hunters. 
Sir John de Walton was the only one of the chivalry of 
the party who individually succeeded in mastering one 
of these powerful animals. Like a Spanish tauridor, he 
bore down and killed with his lance a ferocious bull ; 
two well-grown calves and three kine were also slain, 
being unable to carry off the quantity of arrows, jave- 
Ing, and other missiles, directed against them by the 
archers and drivers ; but many others, in spite of every 
endeavour to intercept them, escaped to their gloomy 
haunts in the remote skirts of the mountain called Cairn- 
table, with their hides well feathered with those marks 
of human enmity. 

A large portion of the morning was spent in this way, 
until a particular blast from the master of the hunt an- 
nounced that he had not forgot the discreet custom of 
the repast, which, on such occasions, was provided for 
udona scale proportioned to the multitude who had been 
convened to attend the sport. 

The blast peculiar to the time assembled the whole 
party in an open space in a wood, where their numbers 
had room and accommodation to sit down upon the green 
turf, the slain game affording a plentiful supply for roast- 
ing or broiling, an employment in which the lower class 
were all immediately engaged; while puncheons and 
pipes, placed in readiness, and scientifically opened, sup- 
plied Gascoigne wine, and mighty ale, at the pleasure of 
those who chose to appeal to them. 

The knights, whose rank did not admit of interference, 
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were seated by themselves and ministered to by their 
squires and pages, to whom such menial services were 
not accounted disgraceful, but, on the contrary, a proper 
step of their education. The number of those distin- 
guished persons seated upon the present occasion at the 
table of dais, as it was called (in virtue of a canopy of 
green boughs with which it was overshadowed), com- 
prehended Sir John de Walton, Sir Aymer de Valence, 
and some reverend brethren dedicated to the service of 
Saint Bride, who, though Scottish eccleséastics, were 
treated with becoming respect by the English soldiers. 
One or two Scottish retainers, or vavasours, maintaining, 
perhaps in prudence, a suitable deference to the English 
knights, sat at the bottom of the table, and as many 
English archers, peculiarly respected by their superjgys, 
were invited, according to the modern phrase, to the 
honours of the sitting. 

Sir John de Walton sat at the head of the table ; his 
eye, though it seemed to have no certain object, yet 
never for a moment remained stationary, but glanced 
from one countenance to another of the ring formed by 
his guests, for such they all were, no doubt, though he 
himself could hardly have told upon what principle he 
had issued the invitations ; and even apparently was at 
a loss to think what, in one or two cases, had procured 
him the honour of their presence. 

One person in particular caught De Walton's eye, as 
having the air of a redoubted man-at-arms, although it 
seemed as if fortune had not of late smiled upon his 
enterprises. He was a tall raw-boned man, of an ex- 
tremely rugged countenance, and his skin, which showed 
itself through many a loophole in his dress, exhibited a 
complexion which must have endured all the varieties of 
an outlawed life ; and akin to one who had, according 
to the customary phrase, ‘‘ta’en the bent with Robin 
Bruce,” in other words, occupied the moors with him as 
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an insurgent. Some such idea certainly crossed De 
Walton's mind. Yet the apparent coolness, and ab- 
sence of alarm, with which the stranger sat at the board 
of an I:nglish officer, at the same time being wholly in 
lis power, had much 3n 1t which was irreconcilable with 
any such suggestion. De Walton, and several of those 
about him, had in the course of the day observed that 
this tattered cavalier, the most remarkable parts ot 
whose garb and equipments consisted of an old coat-of- 
mail and a rusted yet massive partisan about eight feet 
long, was possessed of superior skill in the art of 
hunting to any individual of their numerous party The 
governor having looked at this suspicious figure unt1] he 
had rendered the stranger aware of the special intercst 
whigh he attracted, at length filled a goblet of choice 
wine, and requested him, as one of the best pupils of Sir 
‘Iristrem who had attended upon the day’s chase, to 
pledge him in a vintage superior to that supplied to the 
general company. 

‘‘T suppose, however, sir,” said De Walton, ‘‘ you 
will have no objections to put off my challerge of a 
brimmer, until you can answer my pledge 1n Gascoigne 
wine, which grew in the king's own demesne, was pressed 
for his own lip, and 1s therefore fittest to be empticd to 
his majesty's health and prosperity ' 

‘‘One half of the island of Britain,” sid the woods- 
man, with great composure, ‘‘ will be of your honour’s 
opinion ; but as I belong to the other half, even the 
choicest liquor in Gascony cannot render that health 
acceptable to me ” 

A murmur of disapprobation ran through the warmiors 
present, the priests hung their heads, looked deadly 
grave, and muttered their paternosters 

‘* You see, stranger,’’ said De Walton sternly, ‘‘ that 
your speech discomposes the company ” 

‘‘It may be so,” replied the man, in the same blunt 
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tone ; ‘‘and it may happen that there is no harm in the 
speech notwithstanding.” 

‘*Do you consider that it is made in my presence?” 
answered De Walton. 

‘Ves, Sir Governor.” 

‘‘And have you thought what must be the necessary 
inference ?’’ continued De Walton. 

‘‘I may form a round guess,’ answered the stranger, 
‘‘what I might have to fear, if your safe conduct and 
word of honour, when inviting me to this hunting, 
were less trustworthy than I know full well it really 1s. 
But I am your guest—your meat is even now passing’ 
my throat—your cup, filled with right good wine, I 
have just now quaffed off—and I would not fear the 
rankest Paynim infidel, if we stood in such relation 
together, much less an English knight. I tell you, be- 
sides, Sir Knight, you undervalue the wine we have 
quaffed. The high flavour and contents of your cup, 
grow where it will, give me spirit to tell you one or 
two circumstances, which cold cautious sobricty would, 
in a moment like this, have left unsaid. You wish, I 
doubt not, to know who I am? My christian name is 
Michael—my surname is that of Turnbull, a redoubted 
clan, to whose honours, even in the field of hunting or 
of battle, I have added something. My abode 1s be- 
neath the mountain of Rubieslaw, by the fair streams of 
Teviot. You are surprised that I know how to hunt the 
wild cattle,—I, who have made them my sport from in- 
fancy in the lonely forests of Jed and Southdean, and 
have killed more of them than you or any Englishman in 
your host ever saw, even if you include the doughty deeds 
of this day.” 

The bold bordcrer made this declaration with the same 
provoking degree of coolness which predominated in his 
whole demeanour, and was indeed his principal attribute. 
His effrontery did not fail to produce its effect upon Sir 
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John de Walton, who instantly called out, ‘‘ To arms ! 
to arms !—Secure the spy and traitor! Ho! pages and 
yeomen—William, Anthony, Bend-the-bow, and Green- 
leaf—seize the traitor, and bind him with your bow- 
strings and dog-leashes—bind him, I say, until the blood 
start from beneath his nails!” 

‘Here is a goodly summons!” said Turnbull, with a 
sort of horse-laugh. ‘‘ Were I as sure of being an- 
swered by twenty men I could name, there would be 
small doubt%f the upshot of this day.” 

The archers thickened around the hunter, yet laid no 
hold on him, none of them being willing to be the first 
who broke the peace proper to the occasion. 

‘¢Tell me,” said De Walton, ‘‘thou traitor, for what 
waigest thou here?” 

*‘Simply and solely,” said the Jed forester, ‘‘that J 
may deliver up to the Douglas the castle of his ancestors, 
and that I may ensure thee, Sir Englishman, the pay- 
ment of thy deserts, by cutting the very throat which 
thou makest such a bawling use of.”’ 

At the same time, perceiving that the yeomen were 
crowding behind him to carry their lord’s commands 
into execution so soon as they should be reiterated, the 
huntsman turned himself short round upon those who 
appeared about to surprise him, and having, by the sud- 
denness of the action, induced them to step back a pace, 
he proceeded—‘‘ Yes, John de Walton, my purpose was 
ere now to have put thee to death, as one whom I find in 
possession of that castle and territory which belong to 
my master, a knight much more worthy than thyself ; 
but I know not why I have paused—thou hast given me 
food when I have hungered for twenty-four hours, I have 
not therefore had the heart to pay thee at advantage as 
thou hast deserved. Begone from this place and country, 
and take the fair warning of a foe ; thou hast constituted 
thyself the mortal enemy of this people, and there are 
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those among them who have seldom been injured or 
defied with impunity. Take no care in searching after 
me, it will be in vain—until I mect thee at a time which 
will come at my pleasure, not thine. Push not your in- 
quisition into cruelty, to discover by what means I have 
deceived you, for it is impossible for you to learn; and 
with this friendly advice, look at me and take your leave, 
for although we shall one day meet, it may be long ere 
I sce you again.” 

De Walton remained silent, hoping that*his prisoner 
(for he saw no chance of his escaping) might, in his com- 
municative humour, drop some more information, and 
was not desirous to precipitate a fray with which the 
scene was likely to conclude, unconscious, at the same 
time, of the advantage which he thereby gave the dze-:ng 
hunter. 

As Turnbull concluded his sentence, he made a sudden 
spring backwards, which carried him out of the circle 
formed around him, and before they were aware of his 
intentions, at once disappeared among the underwood. 

‘* Seize him—seize him !"’ repeated De Walton ; ‘‘Ict 
us have him at Icast at our discretion, unless the earth 
has actually swallowed him.” 

This indeed appeared not unlikely, for near the placc 
where Turnbull had made the spring, there yawned a 
steep ravine, into which he plunged, and descended by 
the assistance of branches, bushes, and copsewood, until 
he reached the bottom, where he found some road to the 
outskirts of the forest, through which he made his escape, 
leaving the most expert woodsmen among the pursuers 
totally at fault, and unable to trace his footsteps. 
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CHAP. VIII. 


‘ani HIS interlude carried some confusion into the 
3H proceedings of the hunt, thus suddenly surprised 

Eset by the apparition of Michael Turnbull, an armed 
and avowed follower of the House of Douglas, a sight 
so little to be expected in the territory where his master 
was held a ‘rebel and a bandit, and where he himself 
must have been well known to most of the peasantry 
present. The circumstance made an obvious impression 
on the English chivalry. Sir John de Walton looked 
grave and thoughtful, ordered the hunters to be assem- 
ble*gon the spot, and directed his soldiers to commence 
a strict search among the persons who had attended the 
chase, so as to discover whether Turrbull had any com- 
panions among them ; but it was too late to make that 
inquiry in the strict fashion which De Walton directed. 

The Scottish attendants on the chase, when they beheld 
tHat the hunting, under pretence of which they were called 
together, was interrupted for the purpose of laying hands 
upon their persons, and subjecting them to examination, 
took care to suit their answers to the questions put to 
them ; in a word, they kept their own secret, if they had 
any. Many of them, conscious of being the weaker party, 
became afraid of foul play, slipped away from the places 
to which they had been appointed, and left the hunting- 
match, like men who conceived they had been invited 
with no friendly intent. Sir John de Walton became 
aware of the decreasing numbers of the Scottish-—thcir 
gradual disappearance awakening in the English} knight 
that degree of suspicion which had of late become his 
peculiar characteristic. 

‘¢ Take, I pray thec,’’ said he to Sir Aymer de Valence, 
‘as many men-at-arms as thou canst get together in five 
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minutes’ space, and it least a hundred of the mounted 
aichers, and nde as fast as thou canst, without permitting 
them to straggle from thy standard, to reinforce the 
garrison of Douglas , for I have my own thoughts what 
may have been attempted on the castle, when we 
observe with our own eyes such a nest of traitors here 
assembled ” 

‘‘With reverence, Sir John,” replied Aymer, ‘‘ you 
shoot in this matter rather beyond the mark. That 
the Scottish peasants have bad thoughts sgainst us, 1 
will be the last to deny, but, long debarred from any 
silvan sport, you cannot wonder at their crowding to any 
diversion by wood or river, and still Jess at their being 
easily alarmed as to the certainty of the safe footing on 
which they stand with us The least rough usage is 
hkely to strike them with fear, and with the desire of 
escape, and so ""—— 

‘‘ And so,” said Sir John De Walton, who had listened 
with a degree of impatience scarce consistent with the 
grave and formal politeness which one knight was accus- 
tomed to bestow upon another, ‘‘ and so I would rather 
see Sir Aymer de Valence busy his horse's hecls to 
execute my orders, than give his tongue the trouble of 
impugning them ” 

At this sharp reprimand, all present looked at each 
other with indications of marhed displeasure. Sir Aymei 
was highly offended, but saw it was no time to indulge 
an reprisal. He bowed until the feather which was in his 
barret-cap mingled with his horses mane, and without 
reply—for he did not even choose to trust his voice in 
reply at the moment—headed a considerable body of 
cavalry by the straightest road back to the Castle of 
Douglas. 

When he came to one of those eminences from which 
he could observe the massive and complicated toweis and 
walls of the old fortress, with the glitter of the bioad 
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lake which surrounded it on three sides, he felt much 
pleasure at the sight of the great banner of England, 
which streamed from the highest part of the building. 
‘‘T knew it,”’ he internally said; ‘‘I was certain that 
Sir John de Walton had become a very woman in the 
indulgence of his fears and suspicions. Alas! that a 
situation of responsibility should so much have altered a 
disposition which I have known so noble and so knightly ! 
By this good day, I scarce know in what manner I should 
demean meevhen thus publicly rebuked before the garrie 
son. Certainly he deserves that I should, at some time 
or other, let him understand, that however he may 
triumph in the exercise of his short-lived command, yet, 
when man is to meet with man, it will puzzle Sir John 
de..Walton to show himself the superior of Aymer de 
Valence, or perhaps to establish himself as his cqual. 
But if, on the contrary, his fears, however fantastic, are 
sincere at the moment he expresses them, it becomes me 
to obey punctually commands which, however absurd, 
are imposed in consequence of the governor's belief that 
they are rendered necessary by the times, and not inven- 
tions designed to vex and domineer over his officers in 
the indulgence of his official powers. I would I knew 
which is the true statement of the case, and whcther the 
once famed De Walton is become afraid of his enemies 
more than fits a knight, or makes imaginary doubts the 
pretext of tyrannising over his fricnd. I cannot say it 
would make much difference to me, but I would rather 
have it that the man [ once loved had turned a petty 
tyrant than a weak-spirited coward; and I would be 
content that he should study to vex me, rather than be 
afraid of his own shadow.” 

With these ideas passing in his mind, the young knight 
crossed the causeway which traversed the piece of water 
that fed the moat, and passing under the strongly fortified 
gateway, gave strict orders for letting down the port- 
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cullis, and elevating the drawhbridge, even at the appear- 
ance of De Walton’s own standard before it. 

A slow and guarded movement from the hunting 
ground to the Castle of Douglas gave the governor 
ample time to recover his temper, and to forget that his 
young friend had shown less alacrity than usual in obey- 
ing his commands. He was even disposed to treat as a 
jest the length of time and extreme degrce of ceremony 
with which every point of martial discipline was observed 
on his own re-admission to the castle, though the raw air 
of a wet spring evening whistled around his own un- 
sheltered person, and those of his followers, as they 
waited before the castle gate for the exchange of pass- 
words, the delivery of kcys, and all the slow minutize 
attendant upon the movements of a garrison in a well- 
guarded fortress. ° 

‘‘Come,” said he, to an old knight, who was pcevishly 
blaming the licutenant-governor, ‘‘it was my own fault ; 
I spoke but now to Aymer de Valence with more authori- 
tative emphasis than his newly dubbed dignity was 
pleased with, and this precise style of obedience is a 
piece of not unnatural and very pardonable revenge. 
Well, we will owe him a return, Sir Philip—shall we not ? 
This is not a night to keep a man at the gate." 

This dialogue, overheard by some of the squires and 
pages, was bandied about from one to another, until it 
entirely lost the tone of good-humour in which it was 
spoken, and the offence was one for which Sir John de 
Walton and old Sir Philip were to meditate revenge, and 
was said to have been represented by the governor as a 
piece of mortal and intentional offence on the part of his 
subordinate officer. 

Thus an increasing feud went on from day to day be- 
tween two warriors, who, with no just cause of quarrel, 
had at heart every reason to esteem and love each other. 
It became visible in the fortress even to those of the 
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lower rank, who hoped to gain some consequence by in- 
termingling in the species of emulation produced by the 
jealousy of the commanding officers—an emulation 
which may take place, indeed, in the present day, but 
can hardly have the same scnse of wounded pride and 
jealous dignity attached to it, which existed in times 
when the personal honour of knighthood rendered those 
who possessed it jealous of every punctilio. 

So miany little debatcs took place between the two 
knights, thgt Sir Aymer de Valence thought himself 
under the necessity of writing to his uncle and name- 
sake, the Earl of Pembroke, stating that his officer, Sir 
John de Walton, had unfortunately of late taken some 
degree of prejudice against him, and that after having 
borne with many provoking instances of his displeasure, 
he Was now compelled to request that his place of ser- 
vice should be changed from the Castle of Douglas, to 
wherever honour could be acquired, and time might 
be given to put an end to his present cause of com- 
plaint against his commanding officer. Through the 
‘whole letter, young Sir Aymer was particularly cautious 
how he expressed his sense of Sir John de Walton's 
jealousy or scvere usage; but such sentiments are not 
easily concealed, and in spite of him an air of dis- 
pleasure glanced out from several passages, and indicated 
his discontent with his uncle’s old friend and companion 
in arms, and with the sphere of military duty which his 
uncle had himself assigned him. 

An accidental movement among the Itnglish troops 
brought Sir Aymer an answer to his letter sooner than 
he could have hoped for at that time of day, in the ordi- 
nary course of correspondence, which was then extremely 
slow and interrupted. 

Pembroke, a rigid old warrior, entertained the most 
partial opinion of Sir John de Walton, who was a work 
as if it were of his own hands, and was indignant to find 
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that his nephew, whom he considered as a mere boy, 
elated by having had the dignity of knighthood con- 
ferred upon him at an age unusually early, did not 
absolutely coincide with him in this opinion. He re- 
plied to him, accordingly, in a tone of high displeasure, 
and expressed himself as a person of rank would write 
to a young and dependent kinsman upon the duties of 
his profession ; and, as he gathered his nephew's cause 
of complaint from his own letter, he conceived that he 
did him no injustice in making it slighter than it really 
was, He reminded the young man that the study of 
chivalry consisted in the faithful and patient discharge of 
military service, whether of high or low degree, accord- 
ing to the circumstances in which war placed the cham- 
pion. That, above all, the post of danger, which 
Douglas Castle had been termed by common consent, 
was also the post of honour; and that a young man 
should be cautious how he incurred the supposition of 
being desirous of quitting his present honourable com- 
mand, because he was tired of the discipline of a military 
director so renowned as Sir John de Walton. Much also 
there was, as was natural in a Ictter of that time, con- 
cerning the duty of young men, whether in council or in 
arms, to be guided implicitly by their clders ; and it was 
observed, with justice, that the commanding officer, who 
had put himsclf into the situation of being responsible 
with his honour, if not his life, for the event of the siege 
or blockade, might justly, and in a degree more than 
common, claim the implicit direction of the whole de- 
fence. Lastly, Pembroke reminded his nephew that he 
was, ina great measure, dependent upon the report of 
Sir John de Walton for the character which he was to 
sustain in after-life; and reminded him, that a few 
actions of headlong and inconsiderate valour would not 
so firmly found his military reputation, as months and 
years spent in regular, humble, and steady obcdicnce to 
280 


CASTLE DANGEROUS. 


the commands which the governor of Douglas Castle 
might think necessary in so dangerous a conjuncture. 

‘This missive arrived within so short a time after the 
despatch of the letter to which it was a reply, that Sir 
Aymer was almost tempted to suppose that his uncle 
had some mode of corresponding with De Walton, un- 
known to the young knight himself, and to the rest of 
the garrison. And as the carl alluded to some particular 
displeasure which had been exhibited by De Valence on 
a late trivial occasion, his uncle’s knowledge of this, and 
gther minutiz, seemed to confirm his idea that his own 
conduct was watched in a manner which he did not feel 
honourable to himself, or dignified on the part of his 
relative ; in a word, he conceived himself exposed to 
that sort of surveillance of which, in all ages, the young 
hav@ accused the old. It hardly needs to say that the 
admonition of the Earl of Pembroke greatly chafed the 
fiery spirit of his nephew; insomuch that, if the earl 
had wished to write a letter purposely to increase the 
prejudices which he desired to put an end to, he could 
not have made use of terms better calculated for that 
effect. 

The truth was, that the old archer, Gilbert Greenleaf, 
had, without the knowledge of the young knight, gone 
to Pembroke’s camp, in Ayrshire, and was recommended 
by Sir John de Walton to the earl, as a person who could 
give such minute information respecting Aymer de 
Valence, as he might desire to receive. The old archer 
was, as we have seen, a formalist, and when pressed on 
some points of Sir Aymer de Valence’s discipline, he did 
not hesitate to throw out hints, which, connected with 
those in the knight's letter to his uncle, made the severe 
old earl adopt too implicitly the idea that his nephew 
was indulging a spirit of insubordination, and a sense of 
impatience under authority, most dangerous to the 
character of a young soldier. A little explanation might 
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have produced a complete agrcoment in the sentiments 
of both ; but for this, fate allowed neither time nor oppor- 
tunity ; and the old earl was unfortunately induced to 
become a party, instead of a negotiator, in the quarrel, 


And by decision more embroil’d the fray. 


Sir John de Walton soon perceived, that the receipt of 
Pembroke's letter did not in any respect alter the cold 
ceremonious conduct of his lieutenant towards him, 
which lhmited their intercourse to what their situation 
rendered indispensable, and cxhibited no advances to 
any more frank or intimate connection. Thus, as may 
sometimes be the case between officers in their relative 
situations even at the present day, they remained in that 
cold stiff degree of official communication, in which 
their intercourse was limited to as few expressions as the 
respective duties of their situation absolutely demanded. 
Such a state of misunderstanding is, in fact, worse than 
a downright quarrel ;—the latter may be explained or 
apologised for, or become the subject of mediation ; but 
in such a case as the former, an édaercissement is as un- 
likely to take place as a general engagement betwecn 
two armies which have taken up strong defensive posi- 
tions on both sides. Duty, however, obliged the two 
principal persons in the garrison of Douglas Castle to be 
often together, when they were so far from seeking an 
opportunity of making up matters, that tlicy usually 
revived ancient subjects of debate. 

It was upon such an occasion that De Walton, in a 
very formal manner, asked De Valence in what capacity, 
and for how long time, it was his pleasure that the min- 
strel, called Bertram, should remain at the castle. 

“A week,” said the governor, ‘‘is certainly long 
enough, in this time and place, to express the hospitality 
due to a minstrel.” 

‘* Certainly,” replied the young man; ‘‘I have not 
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interest enough in the subject to form a single wish 
upon it.” 

‘« In that case,’’ resumed De Walton, ‘‘I shall request 
of this person to cut short his visit at the Castle of 
Douglas.” 

‘I know no particular interest,’’ replied Aymer de 
Valence, ‘‘which I can possibly have in this man’s 
motions. He is here under pretence of making some 
researches after the writings of Thomas of Ercildoun, 
called the Rhymer, which he says are infinitely curious, 
and of which there is a volume in the old Baron’s study, 
saved somehow from the flames at the last conflagration. 
This told, you know as much of his errand as I do; and 
if you hold the presence of a wandering old man, and 
the. neighbourhood of a boy, dangerous to the castle 
under your charge, you will no doubt do well to dismiss 
them—it will cost but a word of your mouth.” 

‘‘Pardon me,” said De Walton; ‘‘the minstrel came 
here as one of your retinue, and I could not, in fitting 
courtesy, send him away without your leave.” 

‘‘T am sorry, then," answered Sir Aymer, ‘‘in my 
turn, that you did not mention your purpose sooner. I 
never cntertained a dependant, vassal, or servant, whose 
residence in the castle I would wish to have prolonged a 

ent beyond your honourable pleasure." 

‘‘I am sorry,” said Sir John de Walton, ‘‘that we 
two have of late grown so extremely courteous that it is 
difficult for us to understand each other. This minstrel 
and his son come from we know not where, and are 
bound we know not whither. ‘There is a report among 
some of your escort, that this fellow Bertram upon the 
way had the audacity to impugn, even to your face, the 
King of England's right to the crown of Scotland, and 
that he debated the point with you, while your other at- 
tendants were desired by you to keep behind and out of 
hearing.” 

283 


CASTLE DANGEROUS. 


‘‘Hah |” said Sir Aymer, ‘‘do you mean to found on 
that circumstance any charge against my loyalty? 1 
pray you to observe, that such an averment would touch 
mine honour, which I am ready and willing to defend to 
the last gasp.” 

‘* No doubt of it, Sir Knight,” answered the governor ; 
‘‘but it is the strolling minstrel, and not the high-born 
English knight, against whom the charge is brought. 
Well! the minstrel comes to this castle, and he inti- 
mates a wish that his son should be allowed to take up 
nis quarters at the little old convent of Saint Bride, where 
two or three Scottish nuns and friars are still permitted 
to reside, most of them rather out of respect to their 
order, than for any good-will which they are supposed 
to bear the English or their sovereign. It may also be 
noticed, that this leave was purchased by a larger sum of 
money, if my information be correct, than is usually to 
be found in the purses of travelling minstrels, a class of 
wanderers alike remarkable for their poverty and for 
their genius. What do you think of all this?” 

‘‘]?"—replied De Valence ; ‘‘I am happy that my 
situation, as a soldier under command, altogether dis- 
penses with my thinking of it at all. My post, as 
lieutenant of your castle, is such, that if 1 can manage 
matters so as to call my honour and my soul my oft I 
must think that quite enough of freew:ll is left at my 
command ; and I promise fyou shall not have again to 
reprove, or send a bad report of me to my uncle, on that 
account.’ 

‘« This is beyond sufferance !"’ said Sir John de Walton 
half aside, and then proceeded aloud—‘‘ Do not, for 
Heaven's sake, do yourself and me the injustice of sup- 
posing that I am endeavouring to gain an advantage 
over you by these questions. Recollect, young knight, 
that when you evade giving your commanding officer 
your advice when required, you fail as much in point of 
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duty, as 1f you dcclined affording him the assistance of 
your sword and lance ” 

‘*Such being the case,” answered De Valence, ‘‘ let 
me know plainly on what matter it 1s that you require 
my opinion =I will deliver it plainly, and stand by the 
result, even if I should have the misfottune (a cmme 
unpardonable in so young a man, and so inferior an 
Officer) to ditter from that of Sir John de Walton ” 

‘“‘Il would ask you, then, Sir Knight of Valence,” 
answered the governor, ‘‘what 1s your opinion with 
respect to this nunstrel Bertram, and whether the sus- 
picions respecting him and his son are not such as to 
call upon me, in performance of my duty, to put them 
to a close examination, with the question ordinary and 
extrycrdinary, as 1s usuil in such cases, and to expel 
them not only from the castle, but from the whole 
territory of Douglasdale, under pain of scourging if 
they be again found wandering in these parts?” 

‘You ask me my opinion,” said De Valence, ‘‘ and 
you shall have it, Sir Knight of Walton, as freely and 
fairly as if matters stood betwixt us on a footing as 
friendly as they ever did I agree with you, that most 
of those who in these days profi ss a science of muinstrelsy, 
are altogcther unqualified to support the higher preten- 
sions of that noble order Munstrels by night are men 
who have dedicated themseves to the noble occupation 
of celebrating knightly deeds and generous principles , 
it 18 in their verse that the valiant knight 1s handed 
down to fame, and the poet has aright, nay, is bound, 
to emulate the virtues which he praises The looseness 
of the times has diminished the consequence and 1m- 
paired the monality of this class of wanderers , their 
satire and their praise are now too often distributed on 
no other principle than love of gain, yet let us hope 
that there aie still among them some who know, and 
also willingly perform, their duty. My own opinion 1s, 
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that this Bertram holds himself as one who has not 
shared in the degradation of his brethren, nor bent the 
knee to the mammon of the times ; it must remain with 
you, sir, to judge whether such a person, honourably 
and morally disposed, can cause any danger to the 
Castle of Douglas. But believing, from the sentiments 
he has manifested to me, that he is incapable of playing 
the part of a traitor, I must strongly remonstrate against 
his being punished as one, or subjected to the torture 
within the walls of an English garrison. I should blush 
for my country, if it required of us to inflict such wanton 
misery upon wandercrs, whose sole fault is poverty ; and 
your own knightly sentiments will suggest more than 
would become me to state to Sir John de Walton, unless 
in so far as is necessary to apologise for retainingyny 
own opinion.” 

Sir John de Walton’s dark brow was stricken with red 
when he heard an opinion delivered in opposition to his 
own, which plainly went to stigmatise his advice as 
ungencrous, unfecling, and unknightly. He made an 
effort to preserve his temper, while he thus replied with 
a degree of calmness: ‘‘ You have given your opinion, 
Sir Aymer de Valence; and that you have given it 
openly and boldly, without regard to my own, I thank 
you. Itis not quite so clear that Iam obliged to defer 
my own sentiments to yours, in case the rules on which 
I hold my office—the commands of the king—and the 
observations which 1 may pcrsonally have made, shall 
1ecommend to me a different line of conduct from that 
which you think it right to suggest.” 

De Walton bowed, in conclusion, with great gravity ; 
and the young knight, returning the reverence with 
exactly the same degree of stiff formality, asked whether 
there were any particular orders respecting his duty in 
the castle; and having received an answer in the 
negative, took his departure. 
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Sir John de Walton, after an expression of impatience, 
as if disappointed at finding that the advance which he 
had made towards an explanation with his young friend 
had proved unexpectedly abortive, composed his brow 
as if to decp thought, and walked several times to and 
fro in the apartment, considering what course he was to 
take in these circumstances, ‘‘It is hard to censure 
him severely,’’ he said, ‘‘ when I recollect that, on first 
entering upon life, my own thoughts and feelings would 
have been tie same with those of this giddy and hot- 
headed, but gencrous boy. Now prudence teaches me 
to suspect mankind in a thousand instances where per- 
haps there is not sufficient ground. If I am disposed to 
venture my own honour and fortune, rather than an idle 
traysjling minstrel should suffer a little pain, which at 
all events I might make up to him by money, still, have 
I a right to run the risk of a conspiracy against the 
king, and thus advance the treasonable surrender of the 
Castle of Douglas, for which I know so many schemes 
are formed ; for which, too, none can be imagined so 
desperate but agents will be found bold enough to 
undertake the exccution? A man who holds my 
situation, although the slave of conscience, ought to 
learn to sect aside those false scruples which assume the 
appearance of flowing from our own moral feeling, 
whereas they are in fact instilled by the suggestion of 
affected delicacy. T will not, I swear by Iieaven, be 
infected by the follies of a boy, such as Aymer ; I will 
not, that I may defer to his caprices, lose all that love, 
honour, and ambition can propose, for the reward of 
twelve months’ service, of a nature the most watchful 
and unpleasant. I will go straight to my point, and 
use the ordinary precautions in Scotland which I should 
employ in Normandy or Gascoigny.—What ho! page! 
who waits there ?”’ 

One of his attendants replied to his summons—‘‘ Seek 
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me out Gilbert Greenleaf the archer, and tell him I would 
speak with him touching the two bows and the sheaf of 
arrows, concerning which I gave him a commission 
to Ayr.” 

A few minutes intervened after the order was given, 
when the archer entered, holding in his hand two bow- 
staves, not yet fashioned, and a number of arrows 
secured together witha thong. He bore the mysterious 
looks of one whose apparent business is not of very 
great consequence, but is meant as a passwort for other 
affairs which are in themselves of a secret nature. 
Accordingly, as the knight was silent, and afforded no 
other opening for Greenleaf, that judicious negotiator 
proceeded to enter upon such as was open to him. 

‘* Here are the bow-staves, noble sir, which you desired 
me to obtain while I was at Ayr with the Earl of Pem- 
broke’s army. They are not so good as I could have 
wished, yet are perhaps of better quality than could 
have becn procured by any other than a fair judge of 
the weapon. The Earl of Pembroke's whole camp are 
frantic mad in order to procure real Spanish staves from 
the Groyne and other ports in Spain ; but though two 
vessels laden with such came into the port of Ayr, said 
to be for the King’s army, yet I believe never one half of 
them have come into English hands. These two grew 
in Sherwood, which having been seasoned since the 
time of Robin Hood, are not likely to fail either in 
strength or in aim, in so strong a hand, and with so 
just an eye, as those of the men who wait on your 
worship.” 

‘‘ And who has got the rest, since two ships’ cargoes 
of new bow-staves are arrived at Ayr, and thou with 
difficulty hast only procured me two old ones?” said the 
governor, 

‘‘Faith, I pretend not skill enough to know,” an- 
swered Greenleaf, shrugging his: shoulders. ‘‘ Talk 
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there is of plots in that country as well as here. It is 
said that their Bruce, and the rest of his kinsmen, in- 
tend a new May-game, and that the outlawed king 
proposes to land near Turnberry, early in summer, 
with a number of stout kernes from Ireland ; and no 
doubt the men of his mock earldom of Carrick are 
getting them ready with bow and spear for so hopeful an 
undertaking. I reckon that it will not cost us the expense 
of more than a few score of sheaves of arrows to put all 
that matter tp rights.” 

,‘*Do you talk’ then of conspiracies in this part of the 
country, Greenleaf?" said De Walton. ‘‘I know you 
are a sagacious fellow, well bred for many a day to the 
use of the bent stick and string, and will not allow 
such a practice to go on under thy nose, without taking 
nou®e of it.” 

‘‘T am old enough, Heaven knows,” said Greenleaf, 
‘and have had good experience of these Scottish wars, 
and know well whether these native Scots are a people 
to be trusted to by knight or yeoman. Say they area 
false generation, and say a good archer told you so, who, 
with a fair aim, seldom missed a handsbreadth of the 
white. Ah! sir, your honour knows how to deal with 
them—ride them strongly, and rein them hard,—you are 
not like those simple novices who imagine that all is to 
be done by gentleness, and wish to parade themselves as 
courteous and generous to those faithless mountaineers, 
who never, in the course of thcir lives, knew any tincture 
either of courteousness or generosity.” 

‘** Thou alludest to some one,” said the governor, ‘‘ and 
I charge thee, Gilbert, to be plain and sincere with me. 
Thou knowest, methinks, that in trusting, me thou wilt 
come to no harm?” 

‘It is true, it is true, sir,’ said the old remnant of 
the wars, carrying his hand to his brow, ‘‘ but it were 
imprudent to communicate all the remarks which float 
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through an old man’s brain in the idle moments of sucha 
garrison as this. One stumbles unawares on fantasies, 
as well as realities, and thus one gets, not altogether un- 
deservedly, the character of a tale-bearer and mischief- 
maker among his comrades, and methinks I would not 
willingly fall under that accusation,” 

‘‘ Speak frankly to me,” answered De Walton, ‘‘ and 
have no fear of being misconstrued, whosoever the con- 
versation may concern.” 

‘* Nay, in plain truth,” answered Gilbert, ‘‘I fear not 
the greatness of this young knight, being,‘as I am, the 
oldest soldier in the garrison, and having drawn a bow- 
string long and many a day ere he was weaned from his 
nurse’s breast.” 

‘Tt is, then,” said De Walton, ‘‘ my lieutenant and 
friend, Aymer de Valence, at whom your suspi*‘ons 
point?” 

‘At nothing,” replied the archer, ‘‘touching the 
honour of the young knight himself, who is as brave as 
the sword he wears, and his youth considered, stands 
high in the roll of English chivalry ; but he is young, as 
your worship knows, and [ own that in the choice of his 
company he disturbs and alarms me.” 

‘Why, you know, Greenleaf,”” answered the governor, 
‘‘that in the leisure of a garrison a knight cannot always 
confine his sports and pleasures among those of his own 
rank, who are not numerous, and may not be so game- 
some or fond of frolic, as he would desire them to be.” 

‘‘T know that well,” answered the archer, ‘‘nor would 
I say a word concerning your honour’s lieutenant for 
joining any honest fellows, however inferior their rank, 
in the wrestling ring, or a bout of quarterstaff. But if 
Sir Aymer de Valence has a fondness for martial tales 
of former days, methinks he had better learn them from 
the ancient soldiers who have followed Edward the First, 
whom God assoilzie, and who have known before his 
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time the Barons’ wars and other onslaughts, in which 
the knights and archers of merry England transmitted 
so mnany gallant actions to be recorded by fame; this 
truly, 1 say, were more beseeming the Earl of Pem- 
broke’s nephew, than to see him closet himself day after 
day with a strolling minstrel, who gains his livclihood by 
reciting nonsense and lies to such young men as are fond 
enough to believe him, of whom hardly any one knows, 
whether he be English or Scottish in his opinions, and still 
less can any one pretend to say whether he is of I-nglish or 
Scottish birth, or with what purpose he lies lounging 
about this castle, and is Icft free to communicate every- 
thing which passes within it to those old mutterers of 
matins at St. Bride’s, who say with their tongues God 
save King Idward, but pray in their hearts God save 
Kiig Robert the Bruce. Such a communication he can 
easily carry on by means of his son, who lies at Saint 
Bride’s cell, as your worship knows, under pretence of 
illness.” 

‘* How do you say?” exclaimed the governor, ‘‘ under 
pretence ?—is he not then really indisposed ?”’ 

‘* Nay, he may be sick to the death for aught I know,” 
said the archer; ‘‘ but if so, were it not then more 
natural that the father should attend his son's sick-bed, 
than that he should be ranging about this castle, where 
one eternally mects him in the old Baron's study, or in 
sonie corner where you least expect to find him.” 

‘‘ If he has no lawful object,’’ replied the knight, ‘‘it 
might be as you say; but he is said to be in quest of 
ancient pocms or prophecies of Merlin, of the Rhymer, 
or some other old bard; and in truth it is natural for 
him to wish to enlarge his stock of knowledge and power 
of giving amusement, and where should he find the 
means save in a study filled with ancient books.,”’ 

‘No doubt,” replied the archer, with a sort of dry 
civil sneer of incredulity ; ‘‘I have seldom known an 
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insurrection in Scotland but that it was prophesied by 
some old forgotten rhyme, conjured out of dust and cob- 
webs, for the sake of giving courage to those North 
Country rebels, who durst not otherwise have abidden 
the whistling of the grey goose shaft ; but curled heads 
are hasty, and with license, even your own train, Sir 
Knight, retains too much of the fire of youth for such 
uncertain times as the prescent.”’ 

‘‘Thou hast convinced me, Gilbert Greenleaf, and I 
will look into this man’s business and occypation more 
closely than hitherto. This is no time to peril the safety 
of a royal castle for the sake of affecting generosity to- 
wards a man of whom we know so little, and to whom, 
till we receive a very full explanation, we may, without 
doing him injustice, attach grave suspicions. Is he now 
in the apartment called the Baron's study ?” i 

‘* Your worship will be certain to find him there,” re- 
plied Greenleaf. 

‘‘Then follow me, with two or three of thy comrades, 
and keep out of sight, but within hearing ; it may be 
necessary to arrest this man.” 

‘*My assistance,” said the old archer, ‘‘shall be at 
hand when you call, but "—— 

‘‘ But what?” said the knight; ‘‘I hope I am not to 
find doubts and disobedience on all hands ?”’ 

‘Certainly not on mine,” replied Greenleaf ; ‘' I would 
only remind your worship that what I have said was a 
sincere opinion expressed in answer to your worship’'s 
question ; and that, as Sir Aymer de Valence has avowed 
himself the patron of this man, I would not willingly be 
Ieft to the hazard of his revenge.” 

‘‘Pshaw!"’ answered De Walton, ‘‘is Aymcr de Va- 
lence governor of this castle, or am I? or to whom do 
you imagine you are responsible for answering such 
questions as I may put to you?” 

‘‘Nay,” replied the archer, secretly not displeased at 
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seeing De Walton show some little jealousy of his own 
authority, ‘‘ believe me, Sir Knight, that I know my own 
station and your worship’s, and that 1 am not now to be 
told to whom I owe obedience.” 

‘To the study, then, and let us find the man,” said 
the governor. 

‘‘ A fine matter, indeed,” subjoined Greenleaf, follow- 
ing him, ‘‘ that your worship should have to go in per- 
son to look after the arrest of so mean an individual. 
But your h®nour is right; these minstrels are often 
jugglers, and possess the power of making their escape 
by means which borrel folk like myself are disposed to 
attribute to necromancy.”’ 

Without attending to these last words, Sir John de 
Wagpn set forth towards the study, walking at a quick 
pace, as if this conversation had augmented his desire 
to find himself in possession of the person of the sus- 
pected minstrel. 

Traversing the ancient passages of the castle, the 
governor had no difficulty in reaching the study, which 
was strongly vaulted with stone, and furnished with 
a sort of iron cabinet, intended for the preservation 
of articles and papcrs of valuc, in case of fire. Here 
he found the munstrel seated at a small table, sus- 
taining before him a manuscript apparently of great 
antiquity, from which he seemed engaged in making ex- 
tracts. The windows of the room were very small, and 
still showed some traces that they had originally been 
glazed with a painted history of Saint Bride—another 
mark of the devotion of the great family of Douglas to 
their tutclar saint. 

The minstrel, who had seemed deeply wrapped in the 
contemplation of his task, on being disturbed by the un- 
looked-for entrance of Sir John de Walton, rose with 
every mark of respect and humility, and, remaining 
standing in the governor’s presence, appeared to wait 
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for his interrogations, as if he had anticipated that the 
visit concerned himself particularly. 

‘‘I am to suppose, Sir Minstrel,” said Sir John de 
Walton, ‘‘ that you have been successful in your search, 
and have found the roll of poetry or prophecies that you 
proposed to seek after amongst these broken shelves and 
tattered volumes ?”’ 

‘* More successful than I could have expected,"’ replied 
the minstrel, ‘considering the effects of the conflagra- 
tion. This, Sir Knight, is apparently the fatal volume 
for which I sought, and strange it is, considering the 
heavy chance of other books contained in this library, 
that I have been able to find a few though imperfect 
fragments of it.”’ 

‘Since, therefore, you have been permitted to inc-lgc 
your curiosity,” said the governor, ‘‘I trust, minstrel, 
you will have no objection to satisfy mine ?”’ 

The minstrel replied with the same humility, ‘‘ that if 
there was anything within the poor compass of his skill 
which could gratify Sir John de Walton in any degree, 
he would but reach his lute, and presently obey his com- 
mands.” 

‘‘You mistake, sir,” said Sir John, somewhat harslily. 
‘‘T am none of those who have hours to spend in listen- 
ing to tales or music of former days ; my life has hardly 
given me time cnough for learning the duties of my pro- 
fession, far less has it allowed ne leisure for such twang- 
ling follies. I care not who knows it, but my ear is so 
incapable of judging of your art, which you doubtless 
think a noble one, that I can scarcely tell the modulation 
of one tune from another.” 

‘‘In that case,” replied the minstrel composedly, ‘‘I 
can hardly promise myself the pleasure of affording your 
worship the amusement which I might otherwise have 
done." 

‘‘Nor do I look for any at your hand,” said the 
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governor, advancing a step nearer to him, and speaking 
in a sterner tone. ‘‘I want information, sir, which I 
am assured you can give me, if you incline ; and it is 
my duty to tell you, that if you show unwillingness to 
speak the truth, I know means by which it will become 
my painful duty to extort it in a more disagreeable 
manner than I would wish.” 

“If your questions, Sir Knight,” answered Bertram, 
‘*be such as I can or ought to answer, there shall be no 
occasion to*put them more than once. If they are such 
as I cannot or ought not to reply to, believe me that no 
threats of vielence will extort an answer from me,” 

‘You speak boldly,” said Sir John de Walton ; ‘‘ but 
take my word for it, that your courage will be put to the 
test, lam as little fond of proceeding to such extremi- 
ties as you can be of undergoing them, but such will be 
the natural consequence of your own obstinacy. I there- 
fore ask you whether Bertram be your real name— 
whether you have any other profession than that of a 
travelling minstrel—and, lastly, whether you have any 
acquaintance or conncction with any Englishman or 
Scottishman beyond the walls of this Castle of Douglas?” 

‘Yo these questions,” replicd the minstrel, ‘‘ I have 
already answered the worshipful knight, Sir Aymer de 
Valence, and having fully satisfied him, it is not, I con- 
ceive, necessary that I should undergo a second exami- 
nation ; nor is it consistent either with your worship’s 
honour, or that of the lieutenant-governor, that such a 
re-examination should take place.” 

‘*You are very considerate,’’ replied the governor, 
‘‘of my honour and of that of Sir Aymer de Valence. 
Take my word for it, they are both in perfect safety in 
our own kceping, and may dispense with your attention. 
I ask you. will you answer the inquiries which it is my 
duty to make, or am I to enforce obedience by putting 
you under the penalties of the question? I have already, 
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it is my duty to say, seen the answers you have returned 
to my lieutenant, and they do not satisfy me.” 

He at the same time clapped his hands, and two or 
three archers showed themselves stripped of their tunics 
and only attired in their shirts and hose. 

‘‘T understand,” said the minstrel, ‘‘that you intend 
to inflict upon me a punishment which is foreign to the 
genius of the English laws, in that no proof is adduced 
of my guilt. I have already told that Iam by birth an 
Englishman, by profession a minstrel, ang that I am 
totally unconnected with any person likely to nourish 
any design against this Castle of Douglas, Sir John de 
Walton, or his garrison. What answers you may extort 
from me by bodily agony, I cannot, to speak as a plain- 
dealing Christian, hold myself responsible for. I think 
that I can endure as much pain as any one; Iam sure 
that I never yet felt a degrec of agony, that I would not 
willingly prefer to breaking my plighted word, or be- 
coming a false informer against innocent persons, but I 
own I do not know the eatent to which the art of torture 
may be carried ; and though I do not fear you, Sir John 
de Walton, yet | must acknowledge that I fear myself, 
since I know not to what extremity your cruelty may be 
capable of subjecting me, or how far I may be enabled 
to bear it. 1, therefore, in the first place, protest that 1 
shall in no manner be liable for any words which I may 
utter in the course of any examination enforced from me 
by torture ; and you must therefore, under such circum- 
stances, proceed to the execution of an office, which, 
permit me to say, is hardly that which I expected to 
have found thus administered by an accomplished knight 
like yourself.” 

‘‘Hark you, sir,” replicd the governor, ‘‘ you and I 
are at issuc, and in doing my duty, I ought instantly to 
proceed to the extremities I have threatened ; but per- 
haps, you yourself feel less reluctance to undergo the 
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examination as proposed, than I shall do in commanding 
it; I will therefore consign you for the present to a place 
of confinement, suitable to one who is suspected of being 
a spy upon this fortress. Until you are pleased to re- 
move such suspicions, your lodgings and nourishment 
are those of a prisoncr. In the meantime, before sub- 
jecting you to the question, take notice, I will myself 
ride to the Abbey of Saint Bride, and satisfy myself 
whether the young person whom you would pass as your 
son is possegsed of the same determination as that which 
you yourself secm to assert. It may so happen that his 
examination and yours may throw such light upon each 
other as will decidedly prove either your guilt or inno- 
cence, without its being confirmed by the use of the 
extraordinary question, If it be otherwise, tremble for 
you son’s sake, if not for your own.—Have I shaken 
you, sir?—or do you fear, for your boy’s young sinews 
and joints, the engines which, in your own case, you 
seem willing to defy?” 

‘‘Sir,”” answered the minstrel, recovering from the 
momentary emotion he had shown, ‘‘I leave it to your- 
self, as a man of honour and candour, whether you 
ought, in common fairness, to form a worse opinion of 
any man, because he is not unwilling to incur, in his 
own person, severities which he would not desire to be 
inflicted upon his child, a sickly youth, just recovering 
from a dangerous disease.” 

‘It is my duty,” answered De Walton, after a short 
pause, ‘‘to leave no stone unturned by which this busi- 
ness may be traced to the source ; and if thou desirest 
mercy for thy son, thou wilt thyself most easily attain 
it, by setting him the example of honesty and plain- 
dealing.” 

The minstrel threw himself back on the seat, as if fully 
resolved to bear every extremity that could be inflicted, 
rather than make any farther answer than he had already 
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offered. Sir John De Walton himself seemed in some 
degree uncertain what might now be his best course. 
He felt an invincible repugnance to proceed, without 
due consideration, in what most people would have 
deemed the direct line of his duty, by inflicting the 
torture both upon father and son; but deep as was his 
sense of devotion towards the King, and numerous as 
were the hopes and expectations he had formed upon 
the strict discharge of his present high trust, he could 
not resolve upon having recourse at oncé to this cruel 
mcthod of cutting the knot. Bertram’s appearance was 
venerable, and his power of words not unworthy of his 
aspect and bearing. The governor remembered that 
Aymer de Valence, whose judgment in gencral it was 
impossible to deny, had described him as one of those 
rare individuals, who vindicated the honour of a cor- 
rupted profession by their personal good behaviour ; and 
he acknowledged to himself, that there was gross cruelty 
and injustice in refusing to admit the prisoner to the 
credit of being a true and honest man, until, by way of 
proving his rectitude, he had strained every sinew, and 
crushed every joint in his body, as well as those of his 
son. ‘‘I have no touchstone,” he said internally, 
‘‘which can distinguish truth from falsehood; the 
Bruce and his followers are on the alert,—he has cer- 
tainly equipped the galleys which lay at Rachrin during 
winter. This story, too, of Greenleaf, about arms being 
procured for a new insurrection, tallics strangely with 
the appearance of that savage-looking forester at the 
hunt ; and all tends to show, that something is upon 
the anvil which it is my duty to provide against. I will, 
therefore, pass over no circumstance by which I can 
affect the mind through hope or fear; but, please God 
to give me light from any other source, I will not think 
it lawful to torment these unfortunate, and it may yet 
be, honest men.” He accordingly took his departure 
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from the library, whispering a word to Greenleaf re- 
specting the prisoner. 

He had reached the outward door of the study, and 
his satellites had already taken the minstrel into their 
grasp, when the voice of the old man was heard calling 
upon De Walton to return for a single moment. 

‘What hast thou to say, sir?” said the governor ; 
‘*be speedy, for I have already lost more time in listen- 
ing to thee than I am answerable for, and so I advise 
thee for thine own sake ""—— 

‘*I advise thee,” said the minstrel, ‘‘ for thine own 
sake, Sir John de Walton, to beware how thou dost 
insist on thy present purpose, by which thou thyself 
alone, of all men living, wilt most severely suffer. If 
thoy, harmest a hair of that young man’s head—nay, if 
thou permittest him to undergo any privation which it is 
in thy power to prevent, thou wilt, in doing so, prepare 
for thinc own suffering a degree of agony more acute 
than anything else in this mortal world could cause thee. 
I swear by the most blessed objects of our holy religion ; 
I call to witness that holy sepulchre, of which 1 have 
been an unworthy visitor, that | speak nothing but the 
truth, and that thou wilt one day testify thy gratitude 
for the part I am now acting. It is my interest, as well 
as yours, to secure you in the safe possession of this 
castle, although assuredly I know some things respect- 
ing it, and respecting your worship, which Iam not at 
liberty to tell without the consent of that youth. Bring 
me but a note under his hand, consenting to my taking 
you into our mystery, and believe me, you will soon see 
those clouds charmed away; since there was never a 
doleful uncertainty which more speedily changed to joy, 
or a thunder-cloud of adversity which more instantly 
gave way to sunshine, than wonld then the suspicions 
which appear now so formidable.” 

He spoke with so much earnestness as to make some 
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impression upon Sir John de Walton, who was once 
more wholly at a loss to know what line his duty called 
upon him to pursue. 

‘‘T would most gladly,” said the governor, ‘‘ follow 
out my purpose by the gentlest means in my power ; 
and I shall bring no further distress upon this poor lad, 
than thine own obstinacy and his shall appear to de- 
serve. In the meantime, think, Sir Minstrel, that my 
duty has limits, and if I slack it for a day, it will become 
thee to exert every cffort in thy power to meet my con- 
descension. I will give thee leave to address thy son by 
a line under thy hand, and I will await his answer before 
I proceed farther in this matter, which seems to be very 
mysterious. Meantime, as thou hast a soul to be saved, 
I conjure thee to speak the truth, and tell me whether 
the secrets of which thou seemest to be a too faithful 
treasurer, have regard to the practices of Douglas, of 
Bruce, or of any of their names, against this Castle of 
Douglas ?” 

The prisoner thought a moment, and then rceplied— 
‘‘T am aware, Sir Knight, of the severe charge under 
which this command is intrusted to your hands, and 
were it in my power to assist you, as a faithful minstrel 
and loyal subject, either with hand or tongue, I should 
feel myself called upon so to do; but so far am I from 
being the character your suspicions have apprehended, 
that I should have held it for certain that the Bruce and 
Douglas had assembled their followers, for the purpose 
of renouncing their rebellious attempts, and taking their 
departure for the Holy Land, but for the apparition of 
the forester, who, I hear, bearded you at the hunting, 
which impresses upon me the belief, that when so reso- 
lute a follower and henchman of the Douglas was sitting 
fearless among you, his master and comrades could be 
at no great distance—how far his intentions could be 
friendly to you, 1 must leave it to yourself to judge; 
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only believe me thus far, that the rack, pulley, or pincers, 
would not have compelled me to act the informer, or 
adviser, in a quarrel wherein I have little or no share, 
if I had not been desirous of fixing the belief upon you, 
that you are dealing with a true man, and one who has 
your welfare at heart.—Meanwhile, permit me to have 
writing matcrials, or let my own be restored, for I pos- 
sess, in some degree, the higher arts of my calling; 
nor do I fear but that I can procure for you an explana- 
tion of thesegmarvels, without much more loss of time.” 

‘‘God grant it prove so,” said the governor; ‘‘ though 
I see not well how I can hope for so favourable a termi- 
nation, and I may sustain great harm by trusting too 
much on the present occasion. My duty, however, re- 
quircs that, in the meantime, you be removed into strict 
conffiement.”” 

He handed to the prisoner, as he spoke, the writing 
materials, which had been seized upon by the archers 
on their first entrance, and then commanded those satel- 
lites to unhand the minstrel. 

‘‘T must, then,” said Bertram, ‘‘ remain subjected to 
all the severities of a strict captivity; but I deprecate 
no hardship whatever in my own person, so I may se- 
cure you from acting with a degree of rashness, of 
which you will all your life repent without the means of 
atoning.” 

‘* No more words, minstrel,’’ said the governor ; ‘* but 
since I have made my choice, perhaps, a very dan- 
gerous one for myself, let us carry this spell into execu- 
tion, which thou sayest is to serve me, as mariners say 
that oil spread upon the raging billows will assuage their 
fury.” 
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CHAP. IX. 


* ca ™ * * 
Beware! beware! of the Black Friar, 
Fle still retains his sway, 
Fer he is yet the Church's heir by rigl.t, 
Whoeocr may be the lay. 
clmundeville is lord by day, 
But the monk ts lord by night, 
Vor wine nor wassel could raise a vassal 
To question that friar’s right. © 
Don Juan, Canto XVII. 


HE minstrel made no vain boast of the skill 
which he possessed in the use of pen and ink, 
# In fact, no priest of the time could have pro- 
duced his little scroll more speedily, more neatlygsom- 
posed, or more fairly written, than were the lines ad- 
dressed ‘‘ To the youth called Augustine, son of Bertram 
the Minstrel.”’ 

‘‘l have not folded this letter,” said he, ‘‘nor tied it 
with silk, for it is not expressed so as to explain the 
mystery to you; nor, to speak frankly, do I think that 
it can convey to you any intelligence; but it may be 
satisfactory to show you what the ketter docs not con- 
tain, and that it is written from and to a person who 
both mean kindly towards you and your garrison.” 

‘““That,” said the governor, ‘‘is a deception which is 
easily practised ; it tends, however, to show, though not 
with certainty, that you are disposed to act upon good 
faith; and until the contrary appear, I shall consider it 
a point of duty to treat you with as much gentlencss 
as the matter admits of. Mcantime, I will myself ride 
to the Abbey of Saint Bride, and in person examine the 
young prisoner ; and as you Say he has the power, so I 
pray to Heaven he may have the will, to read this riddle, 
which seems to throw us all into confusion.” So saying, 
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he ordered his horse, and while it was getting ready he 
perused with great composure the minstrel’s letter. Its 
contents ran thus :— 


‘*DEAR AUGUSTINE, 

‘* Sir John de Walton, the governor of this castle, 
has conceived those suspicions which I pointed out as 
likely to be the consequence of our coming to this 
country without an avowed crrand. I at least am seized, 
and threatened with examination under torture, to force 
me to tell the purpose of our journey; but they shall 
tear my flesh from my bones, cre they force me to break 
the oath which I have taken. And the purport of this 
letter is to apprise you of the danger in which you stand 
of being placed in similar circumstances, unless you are 
dispgsed to authorise me to make the discovery to this 
knight ; but on this subject you have only to express 
your own wishes, being assured they shall be in every 
respect attended to by your devoted ‘‘ BERTRAM.” 


This letter did not throw the smallest light upon the 
mystery of the writer, The governor read it more than 
once, and turned it repeatedly in his hand, as if he had 
hoped by that mechanical process to draw something 
from the missive, which at a first view the words did not 
express; but as no result of this sort appeared, De 
Walton retired to the hall, where he informed Sir Aymer 
de Valence, that he was going abroad as far as the Abbey 
of Saint Bride, and that he would be obliged by his 
taking upon him the duties of governor during his ab- 
sence. Sir Aymer, of course, intimated his acquiescence 
in the charge; and the state of disunion in which they 
stood to each other permitted no further explanation. 

Upon the arrival of Sir John de Walton at the dilapi- 
dated shrine, the abbot, with trembling haste, made it 
his business immediately to attend the commander of 
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the English garrison, upon whom, for the present, their 
house depended for every indulgence they experienced, 
its well as for the subsistence and protection necessary 
to them in so perilous a period. Having interrogated 
this old man respecting the youth residing in the abbey, 
De Walton was informed that he had been indisposed 
since left there by his father, Bertram, a minstrel. It 
appeared to the abbot, that his indisposition might be 
of that contagious kind which, at that period, ravaged 
the English Borders, and made some ingursions into 
Scotland, where it afterwards worked a fearful progress. 
After some farther conversation, Sir John de Walton 
put into the abbot’s hand the letter to the young person 
under his roof, on delivering which to Augustine, the 
reverend father was charged with a message to the 
English governor, so bold, that he was afraid to U® the 
bearer of it. It signified that the youth could not, and 
would not, at that moment, receive the English knight ; 
but that, if he came back on the morrow after mass, it 
was probable he might learn something of what was 
requested. 

‘*This is not an answer,” said Sir John de Walton, 
‘*to be sent by a boy like this to a person in my charge ; 
and methinks, Father Abbot, you consult your own safety 
but slenderly in delivering such an insolent message.”’ 

The abbot trembled under the folds of his large coarse 
habit ; and De Walton, imagining that his discomposure 
was the consequence of guilty fear, called upon him to 
remember the dutics which he owed to England, the 
benefits which he had reccived from himself, and the 
probable consequence of taking part in a pert boy's inso- 
lent defiance of the power of the governor of the province. 

The abbot vindicated himself from these charges with 
the utmost anxiety. He pledged his sacred word, that 
the inconsidcrate character of the boy’s message was 
owing to the waywardness arising from indisposition. 
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He reminded the governor that, as a Christian, and an 
Englishman, he had duties to observe towards the com- 
munity of Saint Bride, which hid never given the English 
government the least subject of complaint. As he spoke, 
the churchman seemed to gather courage from the immu- 
nities of his order. He said he could not permit a sick 
boy, who had taken refuge within the sanctuary of the 
Church, to be seized or subjected to any species of force, 
unless he was accused of a specific crime, capable of 
being imme@iately proved. ‘The Douglasses, a head. 
strong race, had, in former days, uniformly respected the 
sanctuary of Saint Bride, and it was not to be supposed 
that the King of england, the dutiful and obedient child 
of the Church of Rome, would act with less veneration 
for hgr rights, than the followers of a usurper, homicide, 
and excommunicated person like Robert Bruce. 

Walton was considerably shaken with this remon- 
strance. He knew that, in the circumstances of the times, 
the Pope had great power in every controversy in which 
it was his pleasure to interfere. He knew that even in 
the dispute respecting the supremacy of Scotland, his 
Holiness had set up a claim to the hingdom, which, in 
the temper of the times, might perhaps have been deemed 
superior both to that of Robert Brucc and that of Edward 
of England, and he conceived his monarch would give 
him little thanks for any fresh embroilment which might 
take place with the Church. Moreover, it was easy to 
place a watch, so as to prevent Augustine from escaping 
during the night ; and on the following morning he would 
be still as effectually in the power of the English governor 
as if he were seized on by open force at the present 
moment. Sir John de Walton, however, so far exerted 
his authority over the abbot, that he engaged, in 
consideration of the sanctuary being respected for 
this space of time, that, when it expired, he would 
be aiding and assisting with ‘his spiritual authority 
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to surreader the youth, should he not allege a sufficient 
reason to thecontrary. This arrangement, which ap- 
peared still to flatter the’ governor with the prospect of 
an easy termination of this troublesome dispute, induced 
him to grant the delay which Augustine rather demanded 
than petitioned for. 

‘ At your request, Father Abbot, whom I have hitherto 
found a true man, I will indulge this youth with the 
grace he asks, before taking him into custody, under- 
standing that he shall not be permitted to leave this 
place; and thou art to be responsible to this effect, 
giving thee, as is reasonable, power to command our 
little garrison at Hazelside, to which I will send a rein- 
forcement on my return to the Castle, in case it should 
be necessary to use the strong hand, or circumstances 
impose upon me other measures.” 

‘¢ Worthy Sir Knight,” replied the abbot, ‘‘ I have no 
idea that the frowardness of this youth will render any 
course necessary, saving that of persuasion ; and I venture 
tosay, that you yourself will in the highest degree approve 
of the method in which I shall acquit myself of my present 
trust.” ; 

The abbot went through the duties of hospitality, 
enumerating what simple cheer the cloister of the convent 
permitted him to offer to the English knight. Sir John 
de Walton declined the offer of refreshment, however— 
took a courteous leave of the churchman, and did not 
spare his horse until the noble animal had brought him 
again before the Castle of Douglas. Sir Aymer de 
Valence met him on the drawbridge, and reported the 
state of the garrison to be the same in which he had left 
it, excepting that intimation had been received that 
twelve or fifteen men were expected on their way to the 
town of Lanark ; and being on march from the neigh- 
bourhood of Ayr, would that night take up their quarters 
at the outpost of Hazelside. 
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**T am glad of it,” replicd the governor , ‘‘ I was about 
to strengthen that detachment This stripling, the son 
of Bertram the minstrel, or whéever he 1s, has engaged 
to deliver hunself up for examination in the morning 
As this patty of soldiers are followers of your uncle, Loid 
Pembroke, may I request you will ride to meet them 
and command them to remain at Haczelside until you 
make further inquiries about this youth, who has still 
to clear up the mystery which hangs about him, and 
reply to a letter which I delivered with my own hand to 
the Abbot of Sait Bride I have shown too much for- 
bearance in this matter, and I trust to your looking to 
the security of this young man, and conveying him hither 
with all due care and attention, as being a prisoner of 
someamportance ”’ 

‘* Certainly, Sir John,’ iwnswered Sir Aymer , ‘‘ your 
orders shall be obeyed, since you have none of greate: 
importance for one who hath the honour to be second 
only to yourself in this place ’ 

‘‘J crave your mercy, Su <Aymer,” returned thc 
governor, ‘‘1f the commission be in any degree beneath 
your dignity , but 1t 1s our misfortune to misunderstand 
cach other, when we endeavour to be most intelligible 

‘‘But what am I to do, said Sir Aymer—‘‘ no way 
disputing your command, but only asking for informa- 
tion—what am I to do, if the Abbot of Saint Bride offers 
opposition ? ’ 

‘‘ How!’ answered Sir John de Walton, ‘‘ with the 
reinforcement from my Lord of Pembroke, you will com- 
mand at least twenty war-men, with bow and spear 
against five or si, timid old monks, with only gown and 
hood ” 

‘* True,” said Sir Aymer, ‘‘but ban and excommuni- 
cation are sometimes, in the present day, too haid for 
the mail coat, and I would not willingly be thrown out 
of the pale of the Christian Church 
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** Well, then, thou very suspicious and scrupulous 
young man,” replied De Walton, ‘‘ know that if this 
youth does not deliver himself up to thee of his own 
accord, the abbot has promised to put him into thy 
hands.” 

There was no furthcr answer to be made, and De 
Valence, though still thinking himself unnecessarily 
harassed with the charge of a petty commission, took 
the sort of half arms which were always used when the 
knights stirred beyond the walls of thé garrison, and 
proceeded to execute the commands of De Walton. A 
horseman or two, together with his squire Fabian, 
accompanied him. 

The evening closed in with one of those Scottish 
mists which arc commonly said to be equal, to the 
showers of happier climates ; the path became more and 
more dark, the hills more wreathed in vapours, and 
more difficult to traverse; and all the little petty in- 
conveniences which rendered travelling through the 
district slow and uncertain, were augmented by the 
density of the fog which overhung everything. 

Sir Aymer, therefore, occasionally mended his pace, 
and often incurred the fate of one who is over-late, 
delaying himself by his efforts to make greater expedition. 
The knight bethought himself that he would get into a 
<traight road by passing through the almost deserted 
town of Douglas,—the inhabitants of which had been 
treated so severely by the English, in the course of 
those fierce troubles, that most of them who were 
capable of bearing arms had left, and withdrawn them- 
selves to different parts of the country. This almost 
deserted place was defended bya rude palisade, and aruder 
drawbridge, which gave entrance into streets so narrow 
as to admit with difficulty three horses abreast, ancl 
evincing with what strictness the ancient lords of the 
village adhered to their prejudice against fortifications, 
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and their opinion in favour of keeping the field, so 
quaintly expressed in the well-known proverb of the 
family.—‘‘ It is better to hear the lark sing than the 
mouse cheep.”” The streets, or rather the lanes, 
were dark, but for a shifting gleam of moonlight, 
which, as that planet began to rise, was now and 
then visible upon some steep and narrow gable. No 
sound of domestic industry, or domestic festivity, was 
heard, and no ray of candle or firelight glanced from the 
windows of tle houses; the ancient ordinance called 
the curfew, which the Conqueror had introduced into 
England, was at this time in full force in such parts of 
Scotland as were thought doubtful, and likely to rebel ; 
under which description it need not be said the ancient 
possessions of the Douglas were most espccially re- 
garded. The church, whose Gothic monuments were of 
a magnificent character, had been, as far as possible, 
destroyed by fire; but the ruins, held together by the 
weight of the massive stones of which they were com- 
posed, still sufficiently evinced the greatness of the 
family at whose cost it had been raised, and whose 
bones, from immemorial time, had been entombed in 
its crypts. 

Paying little attention to these relics of departed 
splendour, Sir Aymer de Valence advanced with his 
small detachment, and had passed the scattered frag- 
ments of the cemetery of the Douglasses, when, to his 
surprise, the noise of his horse’s fect was seemingly re- 
plied to by sounds which rung like those of another 
knightly steed advancing heavily up the street, as if it 
were to meet him. Valence was unable to conjecture 
what might be the cause of these warlike sounds ; the 
ring and the clang of armour were distinct, and the 
heavy tramp of a war-horse was not to be mistaken by the 
ear of a warrior. The difficulty of keeping soldiers from 
Straying out of quarters by night would have sufficiently 
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accounted for the appearance of astraggling foot-soldicr ; 
but it was more difficult to account for a mounted horse- 
man, in full armour ; and such was the apparition which 
a peculiarly bright glimpse of moonlight now showed at 
the bottom of the causewayed hill. Perhaps the un- 
known warrior obtained at the same time a glance of 
Aymer de Valence and his armed followers—at least each 
of them shouted ‘‘ Who goes there? ”’—the alarm of the 
times ; and on the instant the deep answers of ‘'St. 
George!” on the one side, and ‘‘ The Doulas!” on the 
other, awakened the still echoes of the small and ruinous 
street, and the silent arches of the dilapidated church. 
Astonished at a war-cry with which so many recollections 
were connected, the English knight spurred his horse at 
full gallop down the steep and broken descent Igading 
out at the south or south-east gate of the town ; and it 
was the work of an instant to call out, ‘‘Ho! Saint 
George ! upon the insolent villain all of you !—To the 
gate, Fabian, and cut him off from flight !—Saint George, 
I say, for England! Bows and bills !—bows and bills!” 
At the same time Aymer de Valence laid in rest his own 
long lance, which he snatched from the squire by whom 
it was carried. But the light was seen and gone in an 
instant, and though De Valence concluded that the 
hostile warrior had hardly room to avoid his career, yet 
he could take no aim for the encounter, unless by mere 
guess, and continued to plunge down the dark declivity, 
among shattered stones and other encumbrances, without 
groping out with bis lance the object of his pursuit. He 
rode, in short, at a broken gallop, a descent of about 
fifty or sixty yards, without having any reason to suppose 
that he had met the figure which had appeared to him, 
although the narrowness of the street scarcely admitted 
his having passed him, unless both horse and horseman 
could have melted at the moment of encounter like an 
air-bubble. The riders of his suite, meanwhile, were 
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struck with a feeling like supernatural terror, which a 
number of singular adventures had caused most of them 
to attach to the name of Douglas ; and when he reached 
the gate by which the broken street was terminated, there 
was none close behind him but Fabian, in whose head 
no suggestions of a timorous nature could outlive the 
sound of his dear master’s voice. 

Here there was a post of English archers, who were 
turning out in considerable alarm, when De Valence and 
his page rode in amongst them. ‘‘ Villains!" shouted 
De Valence, ‘‘ why were you not upon your duty? Who 
was it passed through your post even now, with the 
traitorous cry of Douglas ?” 

‘‘We know of no such,” said the captain of the watch. 

‘That is to say, you besotted villains,’’ answered 
the young knight, ‘‘ you have been drinking, and have 
slept?” 

The men protested the contrary, but in a confused 
manner, which was far from overcoming De Valence’s 
suspicions. He called loudly to bring cressets, torches, 
and candles ; and a few remaining inhabitants began to 
make their unwilling appearance, with such various 
means of giving light as they chanced to possess. They 
heard the story of the young English knight with 
wonder; nor, although it was confirmed by all his 
retinue, did they give credit to the recital, more than 
that the Englishmen wished, somehow or other, to pick 
a quarrel with the pcople of the place, under the pretence 
of their having admitted a retainer of their ancient lord 
by night into the town. They protested, therefore, their 
innocence of the cause of tumult, and endcavoured to 
seem active in hastening from housc to house, and corner 
to corner, with their torches, in order to discover the 
invisible cavalier. The English suspected them no less 
of treachery, than the Scottish imagined the whole matter 
a pretest for bringing an accusation, on the part of the 
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young knight, against the citizens. The women, how- 
«ver, who now began to issue from the houses, hada 
key for the solution of the apparition, which at that time 
was believed of efficacy sufficient to solve any mystery. 
‘The devil,” they said, ‘‘must have appeared visibly 
amongst them,” an explanation which had already 
occurred to the followers of the young knight ; for that 
a living man and horse, both, as it seemed, of a gigantic 
size, could be conjured in the twinkling of an eye, and 
appear in a street secured at one cnd by the best of the 
archers, and at the other by the horsemen under Valence 
himself, was altogether, it seemed, a thing impossible. 
The inhabitants did not venture to put their thoughts on 
the subject into language, for fear of giving offence, and 
only indicated by a passing word to cach other the secret 
degree of pleasure which they felt in the confusio¥ and 
embarrassment of the Ionglish garrison. Still, however, 
they continued to affect a great deal of interest in the 
alarm which De Valence had received, and the anxiety 
which he expressed to discover the cause. 

At length a female voice spoke above the Babel of 
confused sounds, saying, ‘‘Where is the Southern 
Knight? Iam sure that I can tell him where he can 
find the only person who can help him out of his present 
difficulty.” 

‘‘And who is that, good woman?” said Aymer de 
Valence, who was growing cvery moment more impatient 
at the loss of time, which was flying fast, in an investi- 
gation which had something in it vexatious, and even 
ridiculous. At the same time, the sight of an armed 
partisan of the Douglasses, in their own native town, 
seemed to bode too serious consequences, if it should 
be suffered to pass without being probed to the bottom. 

‘*Come hither to me,” said the female voice, ‘‘and I 
will name to you the only person who can explain all 
matters of this kind that chance in this country.” On 
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this the knight snatched a torch from some of those who 
were present, and holding it up, descried the person who 
spoke, a tall woman, who evidently endeavoured to 
render herself remarkable. When he approached her, 
she communicated her intelligence in a grave and sen- 
tentious tone of voicc. 

‘‘ We had once wise men, that could have answered 
any parables which might have been put to them for 
explanation in this country side. Whether you your- 
selves, gentlemen, have not had some hand in weeding 
them out, good troth, it is not for the like of me to say ; 
at any rate, good counsel is not so easy come by as it 
was in this Douglas country, nor, may be, is it a safe 
thing to pretend to the power of giving it.” 

eu Good woman,’ said De Valence, ‘‘if you will give 
me an explanation of this mystery 1 will owe you a kirtle 
of the best raploch grey.” 

‘‘It is not I,” said the old woman, ‘‘that pretend to 
possess the knowledge which may assist you; but I 
would fain know that the man whom | shall name to 
you shall be skaithless and harmless. Upon your 
knighthood and your honour, will you promise to me 
so much?” 

‘* Assuredly,”’ said De Valence, ‘‘ such a person shall 
even have thanks and reward, if he is a faithful in- 
former; ay, and pardon, moreover, although he may 
have listened to any dangerous practices, or been con- 
cerned in any plots.” 

‘‘Oh! not he,” replied the female; ‘‘it is old Good- 
man Powheid, who has the charge of the muniments” 
(meaning probably monuments), ‘‘ that is, such part of 
them as you English have left standing ; I mean the old 
sexton of the kirk of Douglas, who can tell more stories 
of these old folk, whom your honour is not very fond 
of hearing named, than would last us from this day to 
Yule.” 
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‘Does anybody,” said the knight, ‘‘ know whom it is 
that this old woman means?” 

‘‘T conjecture,” replied Fabian, ‘‘that she speaks of 
an old dotard, who is, I think, the general referee con- 
cerning the history and antiquitics of this old town, and 
of the savage family that lived here perhaps before the 
flood.” 

‘And who, I dare say,” said the knight, ‘‘ knows as 
much about the matter as she herself does. But where is 
this man ?—-a sexton is he? He may be acquainted with 
places of concealment, which are often fabricated in 
Gothic buildings, and known to those whose business 
calls them to frequent them. Come, my good old dame, 
bring this man to me; or, what may be better, I will go 
to him, for we have already spent too much time.” 

‘‘Time!” replied the old woman,—“' is time an Sbicct 
with your honour? Iam sure I can hardly get so much 
for mine as will hold soul and body together. You arc 
not far from the old man’s house.” 

She led the way accordingly, blundering over heaps of 
rubbish, and encountering all the embarrassments of a 
ruinous street, in lighting the way to Sir Aymer, who, 
giving his horse to one of his attendants, and desiring 
Fabian to be ready at a call, scrambled after as well as 
the slowness of his guide would permit. 

Both were soon involved in the remains of the old 
church, much dilapidated as it had been by wanton 
damage done to it by the soldiery, and so much impeded 
by rubbish, that the knight marvelled how the old woman 
could find the way. She kept talking all the while as 
she stumbled onward. Sometimes she called outin a 
screeching tone, ‘‘Powheid! Lazarus Powheid !’~—~ 
and then muttered—‘‘ Ay, ay, the old man will be busy 
with some of his duties as he calls them ; I wonder he 
fashes wi’ them in these times. But never mind, I war- 
rant they will last for his day, and for mine; and the 

314 


CASTLE DANGEROUS. 


times, Lord help us! for all that I can see, are well 
enough for those that are to live in them.” 

‘‘Are you sure, good woman,” replied the knight, 
‘that there is any inhabitant in these ruins? For my 
part, I should rather suppose that you are taking me to 
the charnel-house of the dead.” 

‘*Maybe you are right,” said the old woman with a 
ghastly laugh ; ‘‘carles and carlines agree weel with 
funeral vaults and charnel-houses, and when an auld 
bedral dwells near the dead, hc is living, ye ken, among 
his customers—Halloo! Powheid! Lazarus Powheid ! 
there is a gentleman would speak with you;” and she 
added, with some sort of emphasis, ‘‘an English noble 
gentleman—one of the honourable garrison.” 

An old man’s step was now heard advancing, so slowly 
that the glimmering light which he held in his hand was 
visible on the ruined walls of the vault some time before 
it showed the person who bore it. 

The shadow of the old man. was also projected upon 
the illuminated wall ere his person came in view ; his 
dress was in considerable confusion, owing to his having 
been roused from his bed; and since artificial light was 
iorbidden by the regulations of the garrison, the natives 
of Douglas Dale spent in sleep the time that they could 
not very well get rid of by any other means. The sexton 
was 2 tall thin man, emaciated by years and by priva- 
tions ; his body was bent habitually by his occupation of 
grave-digging, and his eye naturally inclined downward 
to the scene of his labours. His hand sustained the 
cruise or little Jamp, which he held so as to throw light 
upon his visitant ; at the same time it displayed to the 
young knight the features of the person with whom he 
was [now confronted, which, though neither handsome 
nor pleasing, were strongly marked, sagacious, and 
venerable, indicating, at the same time, a certain air of 
dignigy, which age, even mere poverty, may be found 
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occasionally to bestow, as conferring that last melancholy 
species of independence proper to those whose situation 
can hardly by any imaginable means, be rendered much 
worse than years and fortune have already madeit. The 
habit of a lay brother added somewhat of religious impor- 
tance to his appearance. 

‘*What would you with me, young man?” said the 


sexton. ‘‘ Your youthful features, and your gay dress, 
bespeak one who stands in need of my ministry neither 
for himself nor for others.” « 


‘*T am indeed,” replicd the knight, ‘‘a living man, and 
therefore need not either shovel or pick-axe for my own 
behoof. I am not, as you see, attired in mourning, and 
therefore need not your offices in behalf of any friend ; I 
would only ask you a few questions.” 

‘‘What you would have done must necds be done, 
you being at present one of our rulers, and, as I think, a 
man of authority,” replied the sexton ; ‘‘ follow me this 
way into my poor habitation. I have had a better in my 
day ; and yet, Heaven knows, it is good enough for me, 
when many men of much greater consequence must per- 
force content themselves with worse.” 

He opened a lowly door, which was fitted, though 
irregularly, to serve as the entrance of a vaulted apart- 
ment, where it appeared that the old man held, apart 
from the living world, his wretched and solitary dwelling. 
The floor composed of paving stones, laid together with 
some accuracy, and here and there inscribed with letters 
and hieroglyphics, as if they had once upon a time served 
to distinguish sepulchres, was indifferently well swept, 
and a fire at the upper end directed its smoke into a hole 
which served for a chimney. The spade and pickaxe 
(with other tools), which the chamberlain of mortality 
makes use of, lay scattered about the apartment, and, 
with a rude stool or two, and a table, where some inex- 
perienced hand had unquestionably supplied the lakgours 
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of the joiner, were nearly the only furniture, if we include 
the old man’s bed of straw, lying in a corner, and dis- 
composed, as if he had been just raised from it. At the 
lower end of the apartment, the wall was almost entirely 
covered by a large escutcheon, such as is usually hung 
over the graves of men of very high rank having the ap- 
propriate quarters, to the number of sixteen, each 
properly blazoned and distinct, placed as ornaments 
around the principal armorial coat itself. 

‘“‘Let us sit,” said the old man; ‘‘the posture will 
better enable my failing ears to apprehend your meaning. 
and the asthma will deal with me more mercifully in per- 
mitting me to make you understand mine.” 

A peal of short asthmatic coughs attested the violence 
of the disorder which he had last named, and the young 
knight followed his host's example, in sitting down on one 
of the rickety stools by the side of the fire. ‘The old man 
brought from one corner of the apartment an apron, which 
he occasionally wore, full of broken boards in irregular 
pieces, some of which were covered with black cloth, or 
driven full of nails, black, as it might happen, or gilded. 

‘You will find this fresh fuel necessary,” said the old 
man, ‘‘to keep some degree of heat within this waste 
apartment; nor are the vapours of mortality with which 
this vault is apt to be filled, if the fire is permitted to be- 
come extinct, indifferent to the lungs of the dainty and 
the healthy, like your worship, though to me they are 
become habitual. The wood will catch fire, although it 
is some time ere the damps of the grave are overcome by 
the drier air, and the warmth of the chimney.” 

Accordingly, the relics of mortality with which the old 
man had heaped his fireplace, began by degrees to send 
forth a thick unctuous vapour, which at length leaped to 
light, and, blazing ‘up the aperture, gave on degree of 
liveliness to the gloomy scene. The blazonry of the 
huge escutcheon met and returned the rays with as 
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brilliant a reflection as that lugubrious object was 
capable of, and the whole apartment looked with a 
fantastic gaicty, strangely mingled with the gloomy 
ideas which its ornaments were calculated to impress 
upon the imagination. 

‘* You are astonished,” said the old man, ‘‘and per- 
haps, Sir Knight, you have never before seen these relics 
of the dead applied to the purpose of rendering vhe living 
in some degree more comfortable than their condition 
would otherwise admit of.” 

‘‘ Comfortable!" returned the Knight of Valence, 
shrugging his shoulders ; ‘‘] should be sorry, old man, 
to know that I had a dog that was as indifferently 
quartered as thou art, whose grey hairs have certainly 
seen better days.” ‘ 

‘(It may be,” answered the sexton, ‘‘and it may be 
otherwise ; but it was not, I presume, concerning my 
own history that your worship seemed disposed to ask 
me some questions ; and I would venture to inquire, 
therefore, to whom thcy have relation?” 

‘‘T will speak plainly to you,” replied Sir Aymer, 
‘“‘and you will at once acknowledge the necessity of 
giving a short and distinct reply. 1 have even now met 
in the streets of this village a person only shown to me 
by a single flash of light, who had the audacity to dis- 
play the armorial insignia and utter the war-cry of the 
Douglasses; nay, if I could trust a transient glance, 
this daring cavalicr had the features and the dark com- 
plexion proper to the Douglas. I am referred to thee 
as to one who possesses means of explaining this extra- 
ordinary circumstance, which, as an English knight, and 
one holding a charge under King Edward, I am par- 
ticularly called upon to make inquiry into.” 

‘¢Let me make a distinction; said the old man. 
‘* The Douglasses of former generations are my near 
neighbours, and, according to my superstitious t@wns- 
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men, my acquaintances and visitors ; I can take it upon 
my conscience to be answerable for their good behaviour, 
and to become bound that none of the old barons, to 
whom the roots of that mighty tree may, it is said, be 
traced, will again disturb with thei¢ war-cry the towns 
or villages of their native country—not one will parade 
in moonshine the black armour which has long rusted 
upon thir tombs. 


The knights are dust, 
And their good swords are rust ; 
Their souls are with the saints, we trust. 


Look around, Sir Knight, you have above and around 
you the men of whom we speak. Bencath us, in a little 
aisle (which hath not been opencd since these thin grey 
lock® were thick and brown), there lies the first man 
whom I can name as memorable among those of this 
mighty line. It is he whom the Thane of Athol pointed 
out to the King of Scotland as Sholto Dhuglass, or the 
dark iron-coloured man, whose exertions had gained the 
battle for his native prince ; and who, according to this 
legend, bequeathed his name to our dale and town, 
though others say that the race assumed the name of 
Douglas from the stream so called in unrecorded times 
before they had their fastness on its banks. Others, his 
descendants, called Eachain, or Hector the first, and 
Orodh, or Hugh, William, the first of that name, and 
Gilmour, the theme of many a minstrel song, com- 
memorating achievements done under the oriflamme of 
Charles the Great, Empcror of France, have all con- 
signed themselves to their last sleep, nor has their 
memory been sufficiently preserved from the waste of 
time. Something we know concerning their great deeds, 
their great power, and, alas! their great crimes. Some- 
thing we also know of a Lord of Douglas who sat in a 
Parljament at Forfar, held by King Malcolm the First, 
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and we are aware that from his attachment to hunting 
the wild hart, he built himself a tower called Blackhouse, 
in the forest of Ettrick, which perhaps still exists.” 

‘‘I beg your forgiveness, old man,” said the knight, 
‘‘but I have no time at present to bestow upon the reci- 
tation of the pedigree of the House of Douglas. A less 
matter would hold a well-breathed minstrel in subject 
for recitation for a calendar month, Sundays ‘and holi- 
days included.” 

‘What other information can you exp2ct from me,” 
said the sexton, ‘‘than that respecting those heroes, 
some of whom it has been my lot to consign to that 
eternal rest which will for ever divide the dead from the 
duties of this world? I have told you where the race 
sleep, down to the reign of the royal Malcolm. me can 
tell you also of another vault, in which lie Sir John of 
Douglas-burn, with his son Lord Archibald, and a third 
William, known by an indenture with Lord Abernethy. 
Lastly, I can tell you of him to whom that escutcheon, 
with its appurtenances of splendour and dignity, justly 
belong. Do you envy that nobleman, whom, if death 
were in the sound, I would not hesitate to term my 
honourable patron? and have you any design of dis- 
honouring his remains? It will be a poor victory! nor 
does it become a knight and nobleman to come in person 
to enjoy such a triumph over the dead, against whom, 
when he lived, there were few knights dared spur their 
horses. He fought in defence of his country, but he had 
not the good fortune of most of his ancestors, to die on 
the field of battle. Captivity, sickness, and regret for the 
misfortunes of his native land, brought his head to the 
grave in his prison-house, in the land of the stranger.” 

The old man’s voice here became interrupted by emo- 
tion, and the English knight found it difficult to con- 
tinue his examination in the stern fashion which his 
duty required. 
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*¢ Old min,” he said, ‘‘I do not require from thee this 
detasl, which must be useless to me, as well as painful to 
thyself Thou dost but thy duty in rendering justice to 
thy ancient lord , but thou hast not yet explained to me 
why I have met in this town, this very mght and not 
half-an-hour since, a2 person in the arms, and beating 
the complexuon, of one of the Black Douglasses, who 
cried his war-cry as 1f in contempt of his conquerors 

‘‘Surely, replied the sexton, ‘‘1t 1s not my business 
to explain sugh a fancy, otherwise than by supposing 
that the natural fears of the Southron will raise the 
spectre of a Douglas at any time, when he 1s within 
sight of their sepulchre Methinks, in such a night as 
this, the fairest civalier would wear the complexion ot 
this swarthy race, nor can I hold it wonderful that the 
war-c1f which was once in the throats of so many 
thousands 1n this country, should issue upon occasion 
from the mouth of a single champion 

*'You are bold, old man,’ returncd the Unglish knight, 

‘*do you consider that your life is in my power, and 
that it may, ™ certain cases, be my duty to inflict 
death with that degree of pain at which humanity 
shudders?” 

lhe old man 1ose up slowly in the light of the blazing 
fire, displaying his emaciated features which resembled 
those ascribed by artists to Saint Anthony of the desert , 
ani pointing to the feeble lamp, which he placed upon 
the coarse table, thus addressed his intcrrogator, with 
an appearance of perfect firmness, and something even 
resembling dignity — 

‘‘Young Knight of England, you see that utensil con- 
structed for the purpose of dispensing light amidst these 
fatal vaults,—it 1s as frail as anything can well be, whose 
flame is supplied by living element, contained in a frame 
composed of iron. It is doubtless in your power entircly 
to end its setvice, by destroying the frame, or extinguish- 
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ing the hght. Threaten it with such annihilation, Sir 
Knight, and see whether your menace will impress any 
sense of fear either on the element or the 1ron Know 
that you have no more power over the frail mortal whom 
you threaten with similar annihilation You may tear 
from my body the skin mn which it 1s now swathed, but 
although my nerves might glow with agony during the 
awnhuman operation, it would produce no moge impres- 
sion on me than flaying on the stag which an arrow has 
previously pierced through the heart My age sets me 
beyond your cruelty if you think otherwise, call you 
agents, and commence your operations , neither threats 
nor inflictions will enable you to extort from me any- 
thing that I am not ready to tell you of my own accord.” 

‘*You trifle with me, old man, said De Valence , 
‘‘you talk as if you possessed some sccret res; ecting 
the motions of these Douglisses, who are to you as 
gods, yct you communicate no intelligence to me what- 
ever ” 

‘*You may soon know,’ replied the old man, ‘‘all 
that a poor sexton has to communicate , and it will not 
increase your knowledge respecting the living, though 
it may throw some light upon my proper domains, which 
are those of the dead The spirits of the deceased 
Douglasses do not rest in their graves during the dis- 
honour of their monuments, and the downfall of their 
house That, upon death, the greater part of any line 
are consigned to the regions of eternal bliss, or of never- 
ending muscry, religion will not suffer us to believe, and 
amidst a race who had so great a share of worldly 
triumph and prosperity, we must suppose there have 
existed many who have been justly subjected to the 
doom of an intermediate space of punishment You 
have destroyed the temples which were built by their 
posterity to propitiate Heaven for the welfare of their 
souls, you have silenced the prayers and stopped the 
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choirs, by the mediation of which the piety of children 
had sought to appease the wrath of Heaven in behalf of 
their ancestors, subjected to expiatory fires. Can you 
wonder that the tormented spirits, thus deprived of the 
relief which had been proposed to them, should not, ac- 
cording to the common phrase, rest in their graves? Can 
you wonder they should show themselves like discontented 
loiterers near to the places which, but for the manner in 
which you have prosecuted your remorseless warfare, 
might have exe now afforded them rest? Or do you 
marvel that these fleshless warriors should interrupt 
your marches, and do what else their airy nature may 
permit to disturb your councils, and meet as far as they 
may the hostilities which you make it your boast to carry 
on, as well against those who are deceased, as against 
any wifo may yet survive your cruelty?” 

‘‘Old man,” replied Aymer de Valence, ‘‘ you cannot 
expect that I am to take for answer a story hike this, 
being a fiction too gross to charm to sleep a schoolboy 
tormented with the toothache; nevertheless, I thank 
God that thy doom does not remain in my hands. My 
squire and two archers shall carry thee captive to the 
worshipful Sir John de Walton, Governor of the Castle 
and Valley, that he may deal with thee as seems meet ; 
nor is he a person to believe in your apparitions and 
gnosts from purgatory.—What ho! Fabian! Come 
hither, and bring with thee two archers of the guard.” 

Fabian, accordingly, who had waited at the entrance 
of the ruined building, now found his way, by the light 
of the old sexton’s lamp, and the sound of his master’s 
voice, into the singular apartment of the old man, the 
strange decorations of which struck the youth with great 
surprise, and some horror. 

‘Take the two archers with thee, Fabian,” said the 
knight of Valence, ‘‘and, with their assistance, convey 
this old man, on horseback, or in a litter, to the presence 
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of the worshipful Sir John de Walton. Tell him what 
we have seen, which thou didst witness as well as I; 
and tell him that this old sexton, whom I send to be 
examined by his supcrior wisdom, seems to know more 
than he is willing to disclose respecting our ghostly 
cavalicr, though he will give us no account of him, 
except intimating that he is a spirit of the old Doug- 
lasses from purgatory, to which Sir John de Walton 
will give what faith he pleases. You may say, that, for 
my part, my belief is, either that the sexton is crazed by 
age, want, and enthusiasm, or that he is connected with 
some plot which the country people are hatching. You 
may also say that I shall not use much ceremony with 
the youth under the care of the Abbot of St. Bride ; 
there is something suspicious in all the occurrences that 
are now passing around us.” 

Fabian promised obedience ; and the knight, pulling 
him aside, gave him an additional caution, to behave 
with attention in this business, seeing he must recol- 
lect that neither the judgment of himself, nor that of 
his master, was apparently held in very much esteem by 
the governor ; and that it would ill become them to make 
any mistake in the matter where the safety of the Castle 
was perhaps concerned. 

‘‘Fear me not, worshipful sir,”” replied the youth; ‘J 
am returning to pure air in the first place, and a good 
fire in the second, both acceptable exchanges for this 
dungeon of suffocating vapours and execrable smells. 
You may trust to my making no delay; a very short 
time will carry me back to Castle Douglas, even moving 
with suitable attention to this old man's bones.” 

‘*Use him humanely,” answered the knight. ‘And 
thou, old man, if thou art insensible to threats of per- 
sonal danger in this matter, remember, that if thou 
art found paltering with us, thy punishment will perhaps 
be more severe than any we can inflict upon thy person.” 
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**Can you administer the torture to the soul?” said 
the sexton. 

‘‘As to thee,” answered the knight, ‘‘ we have that 
power ;—we will dissolve every monastery or religious 
establishment held for the souls of these Douglasses, 
and will only allow the religious people to hold their 
residence there upon condition of their praying for the 
soul of King Edward the First of glorious memory, the 
malleus Scotorum ; and if the Douglasses are deprived 
of the ghostly benefit of the prayers and services of such 
shrines, they may term thy obstinacy the cause.” 

‘*Such a species of vengeance,” answered the old man, 
in the same bold unsubdued tone which he had hitherto 
used, ‘‘ were more worthy of the infernal fiends than of 
Christjan men,” 

The squire raised his hand. The knight interposed : 
‘* Forbear him,” he said, ‘‘ Fabian ; he is very old, and 
perhaps insane.—And you, sexton, remember that the 
vengeance threatened is lawfully directed towards a 
family which have been the obstinate supporters of the 
excommunicated rebel, who murdered the Red Comyn 
at the High Church in Dumfries.” 

So saying, Aymer strode out of the ruins, picking his 
way with some difficulty—took his horse, which he found 
at the entrance--repcated a caution to Fabian, to con- 
duct himself with prudence—and, passing on to the south- 
western gate, gave the strongest injunctions concerning 
the necessity of keeping a vigilant watch, both by patrols 
and by sentinels, intimating at the same time, that it 
must have been neglected during the preceding part of 
the evening. The men murmured an apology, the con- 
fusion of which seemed to express that there had existed 
some occasion for the reprimand. 

Sir Aymer then proceeded on his journey to Hazel- 
side, his train diminished by the absence of Fabian and 
his assistants. After a hasty, but not a short journey, 
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the knight alighted at Thomas Dickson's, where he 
found the detachment from Ayr had arrived before him, 
and were snugly housed for the night. He sent one of 
the archers to announce his approach to the Abbot of 
Saint Bride and his young guest, intimating at the same 
time, that the archer must keep sight of the latter until 
he himself arrived at the chapel, which would be in- 
stantly. : 


CHAP. X. 


When the nightencale singes the wodes waren grene, 

Le, and gras, and blosme, springeth in April I wene, 

And love is to myne herte gone with one speare so kene, 

Night and day my blood hyt drynkes, mine herte deth'n1e tene. 
MSS. Hart. Quoted by Warton. 


SS IR AYMER DIE VALISNCE had no sooner 
7 





wm 3) followed his archer to the convent of Saint Bride, 
BMWA) than he summoned the abbot to his presence, 
who came with the air of a man who loves his ease, and 
who is suddenly called from the"couch where he has con- 
signed himself to a conifortable repose, at the summons 
of one whom he does not think it safe to disobey, and to 
whom he would not disguise his sense of peevishness, if 
he durst. 

‘‘It is a late ride,” he said, ‘‘ which has brought your 
worthy honour hither from the castle. May I be in- 
formed of the cause, after the arrangement so recently 
gone into with the governor?” 

‘“‘It is my hope,” replied the knight, ‘‘that you, 
Father Abbot, are not already conscious of it; sus- 
picions are afloat, and I myself have this night seen 
something to confirm them, that some of the obstinate 
rebels of this country are again setting afoot dangerous 
practices, to the peril of the garrison; and I come, 
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father, to see whether, in requital of many favours re- 
ceived frorn the English monarch, you will not meuit his 
bounty and protection, by contributing to the discovery 
of the designs of his enemies " 

‘‘ Assuredly co,’ answered Tather Jerome, in an agi- 
tated voice ‘‘ Most unquestionably my information 
should stand at your command , that 1s, if I hnew any- 
thing the tommunication of which could be of advantage 
to you 

‘‘Father Abbot,’ replied the English knight, ‘‘al- 
though it 1s rash to make myself responsible for a North- 
country man in these times, yet ] own I do consider you 
as one who has ever been faithfully subject to the King 
of kngland, and I willingly hope that you will still 
continge so. 

‘‘ Anda fine encouragement I have!” said the abbot, 
‘ to be called out of my bed at midmght, in this raw 
weather, to undergo the cxamination of a kmght, who 1s 
the youngest, perhaps, of his own honournble rank, and 
who will not tell me the subject of the interrogatories, 
but detains me on this cold pavement, till, according to 
the opimion of Celsus, the podagra which lurks in my feet 
may be driven into my stomach, and then good-night to 
abbacy and examinations from henceforward ' 

‘Good father, said the young man, ‘‘the spirit of 
the times must teach thee patience , recollect that I can 
feel no pleasure in this duty, and that 3f an insurrection 
should take place, the rebels, who are sufficiently dis- 
pleased with thee for acknowledging the English monarch, 
would hang thee from thine own steeple to feed the 
crows ; or that, if thou hast secured thy peace by some 
private compact with the insurgents, the English gover- 
nor, who will sooner or later gain the advantage, will not 
fail to treat thee as a rebel to his sovereign ” 

‘‘It may appear to you, my noble son, ’ answered the 
abbot, obviously discomposed, ‘‘that Iam hung up, in 
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this case, on the horns of the dilemma which you have 
stated ; nevertheless, I protest to you, that if any one 
accuses me of conspiring with the rebels against the 
King of England, I am ready, provided you give me 
time to swallow a potion recommended by Celsus in my 
perilous casc, to answer with the most perfect sincerity 
every question which you can put to me upon that sub- 
ject.” So saying, he called upon a monk‘ who had 
attended at his levée, and giving him a large key, whis- 
pered something in his ear. The cup wich the monk 
brought was of such capacity as proved Celsus’s draught 
required to be administered in considerable quantity, 
and a strong smell which it spread through the apart- 
ment, accredited the knight's suspicion that the medicine 
chiefly consisted of what were then termed distilled 
waters, a preparation known in the monasteries for some 
time before that comfortable secret had reached the 
laity in general. The abbot, ncither overawed by the 
strength nor by the quantity of the potion, took it off 
with what he himself would have called a feeling of solace 
and pleasance, and his voice became much more com- 
posed ; he signified himself as comforted extraordinarily 
by the medicine, and willing to proceed to answer any 
questions which could be put to him by his gallant 
young friend. 

‘‘At present,” said the knight, ‘‘ you are aware, 
father, that strangers travelling through this country 
must be the first objects of our suspicions and inquiries. 
What is, for example, your own opinion of the youth 
termed Augustine, the son, or calling himself so, of a 
person called Bertram the minstrel, who has resided for 
some days in your convent ?”’ 

The abbot heard the question with eyes expressive of 
surprise at the quarter from which it came. 

‘‘Assuredly,” said he, ‘‘I think of him as a youth 
who, from anything I have seen, is of that excellent dis- 
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position, both with respect to loyalty and religion, which 
I should have expected, were I to judge from the estim- 
able person who committed him to my care.” 

With this the abbot bowed to the knight, as if he had 
conceived that this repartee gave him a silencing advan- 
tage in any question which could follow upon that sub- 
ject ; and he was probably, therefore, surprised when Sir 
Aymer feplied as follows : 

“It is very true, Father Abbot, that I myseclf did 
recommend "this stripling to you as a youth of a harmless 
disposition, and with respect to whom it would be un- 
necessary to exercise the strict vigilance extended to 
others in similar circumstances ; but the evidence which 
seemed to me to vouch for this young man’s innocence 
has giot appeared so satisfactory to my superior and 
commander ; and it is by his orders that I now make 
further inquiries of you. You must think they are of 
consequence, since we again trouble you, and at so un- 
wonted an hour.” 

‘*T can only protest by my order, and by the veil of 
Saint Bride,” replied the abbot, the spirit of Celsus 
appearing to fail his pupil, ‘‘that whatever evil may 
be in this matter, is totally unknown to me—nor could 
it be extorted from me by racks or implements of 
torture. Whatever signs of disloyalty may have been 
evinced by this young man, I have witnessed none of 
them, although I have been strictly attentive to his 
behaviour.” 

“In what respect?” said the knight—‘‘and what is 
the result of your observation ?”’ 

‘* My answer,” said the abbot of Saint Bride, ‘‘shall 
be sincere and downright. The youth condescended 
upon payment of a certain number of gold crowns, not 
by any means to repay the hospitality of the church of 
Saint Bride, but merely "—— 

‘*Nay, father,” interrupted the knight, ‘‘ you may 
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cut that short, since the governor and I well under 
stand the terms upon which the monks of Saint Bride 
exercise their hospitality. In what manner, it is more 
necessary to ask, was it received by this boy?” 

‘‘With the utmost gentleness and moderation, noble 
sir,’’ answered the ablot ; ‘‘indeed it appeared to me, 
at first, that he might be a troublesome guest, since 
the amount of his benevolence to the convént was 
such as to encourage, and, in some degree, to autho- 
rise, his demanding accommodation of a Kind superior 
to what we had to bestow.” 

‘*In which case,”’ said Sir Aymer, ‘‘ you would have 
had the discomfort of returning some part of the money 
you had received ?” - 

‘‘ That,” replied the abbot, ‘‘would have begn a 
mode of settlement contrary to our vows. What is 
paid to the treasury of Saint Bridget, cannot, agreeably 
to our rule, be on any account restored, But, noble 
knight, there was no occasion for this ; a crust of white 
bread and a draught of milk were diet sufficient to 
nourish this poor youth for a day, and it was my own 
anxiety for his health that dictated the furnishing of 
his cell with a softer bed and coverlet than are quite 
consistent with the rules of our order.” 

‘‘Now hearken to what I say, Sir Abbot, and 
answer me truly,” said the Knight of Valence—‘' What 
communication has this youth held with the inmates of 
your convent, or with those beyond your house? Search 
your memory concerning this, and let me have a dis- 
tinct answer; for your guest’s safety and your own 
depend upon it.” 

‘As I am a Christian man,” said the abbot, ‘I 
have observed nothing which could give ground for 
your worship’s suspicions. The boy Augustine, unlike 
those whom I have observed who have been educated 
in the world, showed a marked preference to the com- 
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pany Of such sisters as the house of Saint Bride con- 
tains rather than for that of the monks, my brethren, 
although there are among them pleasant and conversable 
men.” 

‘‘Scandal," said the young knight, ‘‘ might find a 
reason for that preference.” 

‘* Not in the case of the sisters of Saint Bridget,” said 
the abb&t, ‘‘ most of whom have been either sorely mis- 
used by time, or their comeliness destroyed by some 
mishap previously to their being received into the seclu- 
sion of the house.” 

This observation the good father made with some 
internal movement of mirth, which was apparently ex- 
cited at the idea of the sisterhood of Saint Bridget 
isi tied attractive to any one by dint of their per- 
sonal beauty, in which, as it happened, they were all 
notably, and almost ludicrously, deficient. The English 
knight, to whom the sisterhood were well known, felt 
also inclined to smile at this conversation. 

‘*T acquit,’’ he said, ‘‘ the pious sisterhood of charm- 
ing, otherwise than by their kind wishes, and attention 
to the wants of the suffering stranger.” 

‘Sister Beatrice,’ continued the father, resuming his 
gravity, ‘‘is indeed blessed with a winning gift of making 
comfits and syllabubs ; but, on minute inquiry, I do not 
find that the youth has tasted any of them. Neither is 
sister Ursula so hard-favoured by nature, as from the 
effects of an accident ; but your honour knows that when 
a woman is ugly, the men do not trouble themselves 
about the cause of her hard favour. I will go, with your 
leave, and sce in what state the youth now is, and 
summon him before you.” 

‘‘T request you to do so, father, for the affair is instant : 
and I earnestly advise you to watch, in the closest 
manner, this Augustine’s behaviour ; you cannot be too 
particular. I will wait your return, and either carry the 


331 


CASTLE DANGEROUS. 


boy to the castle, or leave him here, as circumstances 
may seem to require.” 

The abbot bowed, promised his utmost exertions, and 
hobbled out of the room to wait on the youth Augustine 
in his cell, anxious to favour, if possible, the wishes of 
De Valence, whom he looked upon as rendered by cir- 
cumstances his military patron. 

He remained long absent, and Sir Aymer began to he 
of opinion that the delay was suspicious, when the abbot 
returned with perplexity and discompogure on his 
countenance, 

‘* I crave your pardon for keeping your worship wait- 
ing,” said Jerome, with much anxicty; ‘‘but I have 
myself been detained and vexed by unnecessary for- 
malities and scruples on the part of this peevish boy, In 
the first place, hearing my foot approaching his bedroom, 
my youth, instead of undoing the door, which would 
have been but proper respect to my place, on the con- 
trary draws a strong bolt on the inside ; and this fasten- 
ing, forsooth, has been placed on lis chamber by Ursula’s 
command, that his slumbers might be suitably respected. 
I intimated to him as I best could, that he must attend 
you without delay, and prepare to accompany you to the 
Castle of Douglas; but he would not answer a single 
word, save recommending to me patience, to which I 
was fain to have recourse, as well as your archer, whom 
I found standing sentinel before the door of the cell, and 
contenting himself with the assurance of the sisters that 
there was no other passage by which Augustine could 
make his escape. At length the door opens, and my 
young master presents himself fully arrayed for his 
journey. ‘The truth is, I think some fresh attack of his 
malady has affected the youth; he may perhaps be dis- 
turbed with some touch of hypochondria, or black choler, 
a species of dotage of the mind, which is sometimes 
found concomitant with and symptomatic of this dis- 
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order; but he is at present composed, and if your 
worship chooses to see him, he is at your command.” 

‘‘ Call him hither,” said the knight. And a consider- 
able space of time again elapsed ere the eloquence of the 
abbot, half chiding and half soothing, prevailed on the 
lady, in her adopted character, to approach the parlour, 
in which at last she made her appearance, with a coun- 
tenance *on which the marks of tears might still be 
discovered, and a pettish sullenness, like that of a boy, 
or, with reverence, that of a girl, whois determined upon 
taking her own way in any matter, and equally resolved 
to give no reason for her doing so. Fer hurried levée 
had not prevented her attending closely to all the 
mufflings and disguisings by which her pilgrim’s dress 
was arranged, so as to alter her appearance, and effec- 
tually disguise hersex. Butas civility prevented her wear- 
ing her large slouched hat, she necessarily exposed her 
countenance more than in the open air ; and though the 
knight beheld a most lovely set of features, yet they were 
not such as were inconsistent with the character she had 
adopted, and which she had resolved upon maintaining 
tothe last. She had, accordingly, mustered up a degree 
of courage which was not natural to her, and which she 
perhaps supported by hopes which her situation hardly 
admitted. So soon as she found herself in the same 
apartment with De Valence, she assumed a style of 
manners, bolder and more determined than she had 
hitherto displayed. 

‘* Your worship,” she said, addressing him even before 
he spoke, ‘‘is a knight of England, and possessed, 
doubtless, of the virtues which become that noble station. 
I am an unfortunate lad, obliged, by reasons which I am 
under the necessity of keeping sccret, to travel in a dan- 
gerous country, where I am suspected, without any just 
cause, of becoming accessory to plots and conspiracies 
which are contrary to my own interest, and which my very 
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soul abhors ; and which I might safely abjure, by impre- 
cating upon myself all the curses of our religion and 
renouncing all its promises, if I were accessory to such 
designs, in thought, word, 2r deed. Nevertheless, you, 
who will not believe my solemn protestations, are about 
to proceed against meas a guilty person, and in so doing 
I must warn you, Sir Knight, that you will comm a 
great and cruel injustice.’ 

‘‘T shall endeavour to avoid that,” said ie knight, 
‘‘by referring the duty to Sir John de Walton, the 
governor, who will decide what is to be done; in this 
case, my only duty will be to place you in his hands at 
Douglas Castle.” 

‘* Must you do this?" said Augustine. 

‘* Certainly,” replied the knight, ‘‘or be answgable 
for neglecting my duty.”’ 

‘‘ But if 1 become bound to answer your loss with a 
large sum of moncy, a large tract of land '’—— 

‘« No treasure, no land,—supposing such at your dis- 
posal,” answered the knight, ‘‘can atone for disgrace ; 
and, besides, boy, how should I trust to your warrant, 
were my avarice such as would induce me to listen to 
such proposals?” 

‘‘] must then prepare to attend you instantly to the 
Castle of Douglas and the presence of Sir John de 
Walton ?”’ replied Augustine. 

‘*Young man," answered De Valence, ‘‘there is no 
remedy, since, if you delay me longer, 1 must carry you 
thither by force."’ 

‘* What will be the consequence to my father?” said 
the youth. 

‘* That,” replied the knight, ‘‘ will depend exactly on 
the nature of your confession and his ; something you 
both have to say, as is evident from the terms of the 
letter Sir John de Walton conveyed to you; and I assure 
you, you were better to speak it out at once than to risk 
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the consequences of more delay. I can admit of no 
more trifling; and believe me that your fate will be 
entirely ruled by your own frankness and candour.” 

‘‘ I must prepare, then, to travel at your command,” 
said the youth. ‘‘ But this cruel disease still hangs 
around me, and Abbot Jerome, whose leech-craft is 
famous, will himself assure you that I cannot travel 
without danger of my life ; and that, while I was residing 
in this convent, I declined every opportunity of exercise 
which was offered me by the kindness of the garrison at 
Hazelside, lest 1 might by mishap bring the contagion 
among your men." 

‘‘ The youth says right,” said the abbot ; ‘‘ the archers 
and men-at-arms have nore than once sent to invite this 
lad to join in some of their military games, or to amuse 
then#perhaps, with sonie of his minstrelsy ; but he has 
uniformly declined doing so; and, according to my 
belief, it is the effects of this disorder which have 
prevented his accepting an indulgence so natural to 
his age, and in so dull a place as the canvent of Saint 
Bride must needs scem to a youth bred up in the 
world.” 

‘‘Do you then hold, reverend father,” said Sir Aymer, 
‘*‘ that there is real danger in carrying this youth to the 
castle to-night, as 1 proposed?” 

‘*T conceive such danger,’’ replied the abbot, ‘‘ to 
exist, not only as it may occasion the relapse of the poor 
youth himself, but as particularly likely, no preparations 
having been made, to introducc the infection among your 
honourable garrison ; for itis in these relapses, more than 
in the first violence of the malady, that it has been found 
most contagious.” 

‘‘ Then,” said the knight, ‘‘ you must be content, my 
friend, to give a share of your room to an archer, by way 
of sentinel.”’ 

‘‘I cannot object,” said Augustine, ‘‘ provided my 
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unfortunate vicinity does not endanger the health of the 
poor soldier.” 

‘* He will be as ready to do his duty,” said the abbot, 
‘‘without the door of the apartment as within it; and if 
the youth should sleep soundly, which the presence of a 
guard in his chamber might prevent, he is the more likely 
to answer your purpose on the morrow.” 

‘* Let it beso,” said Sir Aymer ; ‘‘so you are sure that 
you do not minister any facility of escape.” 

‘““The apartment,” said the monk, ‘‘hath no other 
entrance than that which is guarded by the archer; 
but, to content you, I shall secure the door in your 
presence.” 

‘So be it, then,” said the knight of Valence; ‘this 
donc, I myself will lie down without doffing my mail- 
shirt, and snatch a sleep till the ruddy dawn calfs me 
again to duty, when you, Augustine, will hold yourself 
ready to attend me to our Castle of Douglas.” 

The bells of the convent summoned the inhabitants 
and inmates of Saint Bride to morning prayers at the 
first peep of day. When this duty was over, the knight 
demanded his prisoner. ‘The abbot marshalled him to 
the door of Augustine’s chamber. ‘The sentinel who was 
stationed there, armed with a brown-bill, or species of 
partisan, reported that he had heard no motion in the 
apartment during the whole night. ‘The abbot tapped 
at the door, but received no answer. He knocked 
again louder, but the silence was unbroken from 
within. 

‘What means this?” said the reverend ruler of the 
convent of Saint Bride ; ‘‘ my young patient has certainly 
fallen into a syncope or swoon !"’ 

‘IT wish, Father Abbot,” said the knight, ‘‘ that he 
may not have made his escape instead, an accident 
which both you and I may be required to answer, since, 
according to our strict duty, we ought to have kept 
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sight of him, and detained him in close custody until 
daybreak.” 

‘‘ T trust your worship,” said the abbot, ‘‘ only antici- 
pates a misfortune which I cannot think possible." 

‘* We shall speedily see,’’ said the knight ; and raising 
his voice, he called aloud, so as to be heard within, 
‘‘ Bring crowbars and levers, and burst me that door 
into splinters without an instant’s delay.” 

The loudness of his voice, and the stern tone in which 
he spoke, sooa brought around him the brethren of the 
house, and two or three soldiers of his own party, who 
were already busy in caparisoning their horses. The dis- 
pleasure of the young knight was manifested by his 
flushed features, and the abrupt manner in which he 
again yepeated his commands for breaking open the 
door. othis was speedily performed, though. it required’ 
the application of considerable strength, and as the 
shattered remains fell crashing into the apartment, De 
Valence sprung, and the abbot hobbled, into the cell of 
the prisoner, which, to the fulfilment of their worst 
suspicions, they found empty. 


CHAP. XI. 


Wheretshe? Has the dvep earth swallow'd him? 
Or hath he melted like some atry phantom 

That shuns the approach of morn and the young sun? 
Or hath he wrapt him in Cimmerian darkuess, 

And pass'd beyond the circutt of the sight 

With things of the night's shadvws ?—ANONYMOUS. 


HE disappearance of the youth, whose disguise 
and oe at have, we hope, inclined our 





quire | some calidon & ere we aisceed with the other 
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personages of the story, and we shall set about giving it 
accordingly. 

When Augustine was consigned to his cell for the 
second time on the preceding evening, both the monk 
and the young Knight of Valence had secn the key 
turned upon him, and had heard him secure the door 
in the inside with the bolt which had been put on at 
his request by sister Ursula, in whose affeetions the 
youth of Augustine, his extreme handsomeness, and 
above all, his indisposition of body, and ks melancholy 
of mind, had gained him considerable interest 

So soon, accordingly, as Augustine re-entcred his 
apartment he was grected in a whisper by the sister, 
who, during the interval of his absence, had contrived 
to slip into the cell, and having tappiced herself behind 
the little bed came out with great appearance of joy, 
to greet the return of the youth The number of little 
attentions, the disposal of holly boughs, and such other 
evergreens as the season permitted, showed the anxiety 
of the holy sisters to decorate the chamber of their 
guest, and the grcetings of sister Ursula expressed the 
same friendly intercst, at the same time intimating that 
she was already in some degree in possession of the 
Stranger s mystery 

As Augustine and the holy sister were busied 1n ex- 
change of confidence, the extraordinary diffcrence be- 
tween their countenances and their persons must have 
struck any one who might have been accidentally a 
witness of their interview The dark pilgrims robe of 
the disguised female, was not a stronger contrast to the 
white woollen garment worn by the votaress of Saint 
Bride, than the visage of the nun, seamed with many a 
ghastly scar, and the light of one of her eyes extin- 
guished for ever, causing it to roll a sightless luminary 
in her head, was to the beautiful countenance of 
Augustine, now bent with a confidential and even 
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affectionate look upon the extraordinary features of her 
companion. 

‘‘You know,” said the supposed Augustine, ‘‘the 
principal part of my story; can you, or will you, lend 
me your assistance? If not, my dearest sister, you must 
consent to witness my death, rather than my shame. 
Yes, sister Ursula, I will not be pointed at by the finger 
of scorn, eas the thoughtless maiden who sacrificed so 
much for a young man, of whose attachment she was 
not so well asgured as she ought to have been. I will 
not be dragged before De Walton, for the purpose of 
being compelled, by threats of torture, to declare myself 
the female in honour of whom he holds the Dangerous 
Castle. No doubt, he might be glad to give his hand 
in wedlock to a damsel whose dowry is so ample; 
but w® can tell whether he will regard me with that 
respect which every woman would wish to command, 
or pardon that boldness of which I have been guilty, 
even though its consequences have been in his own 
favour?” 

‘‘Nay, my darling daughter,” answered the nun, 
‘‘comfort yourself ; for in all I can aid you, be assured 
I will, My means are somewhat more than my present 
situation may express, and, be assured, they shall be 
tried to the uttermost. Methinks I still hear that lay 
which you sung to the.other sisters and myself, although 
I alone, touched by feelings kindred to yours, had the 
address to comprehend that it told your own tale.” 

‘‘I am yet surprised,’”’ said Augustine, speaking be. 
neath her breath, ‘‘ how I had the boldness to sing in 
your ears the lay which, in fact, was the history of my 
disgrace.”’ 

‘‘Alas! that you will say so,” returned the nun; 
‘there was not a word but what resembled those tales 
of love and of high-spirited daring which the best min- 
strels love to celebrate, and the noblest knights and 
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maidens weep at once and smile to hear. The Lady 
Augusta of Berkely, a great heiress, according to the 
world, both in land and moveable goods, becomes the 
king’s ward by the death of her parents ; and thus is 
on the point of being given away in marriage to a 
minion of the King of Enzland, whom in these Scottish 
valleys we scruple not to call a peremptory tyrant.” 

‘‘T must not say so, my sister,” said the, pilgrim ; 
‘and yet, true it is, that the cousin of the obscure para- 
site Gaviston, on whom the king wished.to confer my 
poor hand, was neither by birth, merit, nor circum- 
stance, worthy of such an ailiance. Meantime, I heard 
of the fame of Sir John de Walton ; and I heard of it 
not with the less interest that his feats of chivalry were 
said to adorn a knight, who, rich in everything else, was 
poor in worldly goods, and in the smiles of fortune. I 
saw this Sir John de Walton, and | acknowledge that 
a thought, which had already intruded itself on my 
imagination, became, aftcr this interview, by frequent 
recurrence, more familiar, and more welcome to me. 
Methought that the daughter of a powerful English 
family, if she could give away with her hand such wealth 
as the world spoke of, would more justly and honour- 
ably bestow it in remedying the errors of fortune in 
regard to a gallant knight like De Walton, than in 
patching the revenues of a beggarly Frenchman, whose 
only merit was in being the kinsman of a man who was 
very generally detested by the whole kingdom of Eng- 
land, excepting the infatuated monarch himself.” 

‘‘Nobly designed, my daughter,’”’ said the nun; 
‘what more worthy of a noble heart, possessing riches, 
beauty, birth, and rank, than to confer them all upon 
indigent and chivalrous merit?” 

‘‘Such, dearest sister, was my intention,’ replied 
Augustine; ‘‘ but I have, perhaps, scarce sufficiently 
explained the manner in which I meant to proceed. By 
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the advice of a minstrel of our house, the same who is 
now prisoner at Douglas, I caused exhibit a large feast 
upon Christmas Eve, and sent invitations abroad to the 
young knights of noble name who were known to spend 
their leisure in quest of arms and adventures. When 
the tables were drawn, and the feast concluded, Bertram, 
as had heen before devised, was called upon to take his 
harp. He sung, receiving from all who were prescnt 
the attention due to a minstrel of so much fame. The 
theme which he chose was the frequent capture of this 
Douglas Castle, or, as the poct termed it, Castle Dan- 
gerous. ‘Where are the champions of the renowned 
Edward the First,’ said the minstrel, ‘when the realm 
of England cannot furnish a man brave enough, or suf- 
ficient# expert in the wars, to defend a miserable hamlct 
of the North against the Scottish rebels, who have 
vowed to retake it over our soldiers’ heads ere the year 
rolls to an end? Where are the noble ladies whose 
smiles used to give countenance to the Knights of Saint 
George's Cross? Alas! the spirit of love and of chivalry 
is alike dead amongst us—our knights are limited to 
petty enterprises—and our noblest heiresses are given 
as prizes to strangers, as if their own country had no 
one to deserve them,’—Here stopped the harp; and I 
shame to say, that I myself, as if moved to enthusiasm 
by the song of the minstrel, arose, and taking from my 
neck the chain of gold which Supported a crucifix of 
special sanctity, I made my vow, always under the 
King's permission, that I would give my hand, and the 
inheritance of my fathers, to the good knight, being of 
noble birth and lineage, who should keep the Castle of 
Douglas in the King of England’s name, for a year and 
aday. I sat down, my dearest sister, deafened with 
the jubilee in which my guests expressed their applause 
of my supposed patriotism. Yet some degree of pause 
took place amidst the young knights, who might reason- 
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ably have been supposed ready to embrace this offer, 
although at the risk of being encumbered with Augusta 
of Berkely "’ 

‘*Shame on the man,” said sister Ursula, ‘‘ who 
should think so! Put your beauty alone, my dearest, 
into considerstion, and a true knight ought to have em- 
braced the dangers of twenty Castles of Douglas, rather 
than let such an invaluable opportunity of gaining your 
favour be lost 

‘‘It may be that some in reality thought so,” said the 
pilgrim , ‘‘ but it was supposed that the king's favour 
might be lost by those who seemed too anxious to 
thwart his royal purpose upon his wards hand. At anv 
rate, greatly to my joy, the only pcrson who availed 
himself of the offer 1 had made was Sir John de Wtalton , 
and as his acceptance of it was guarded by a clause, 
saving and reserving the King s approbation, I hope he 
has not suffered any dimunition of Edward s favour " 

‘Assure yourself, noble and high-spirited young 
lady,’ replied the nun, ‘‘that there 1s no fear of thy 
generous devotion hurting thy lover with the King of 
England Something we hear concerning worldly pas- 
sages, even in this remote nook of St Buides cloister , 
and the report goes among the Lnglish soldiers that 
their king was indeed offended at your putting your will 
m opposition to his own, yct, on the other hand, this 
preferred lover, Sir Jolfh de Walton, was a man of such 
extensive fame, and your offer was so much in the 
character of better but not forgotten times, that even a 
king could not at the beginning of a long and stubborn 
war deprive an errant cavalicr of his bride, 1f she should 
be duly won by his sword and lance 

‘‘Ah! dearest sister Ursula!” sighed the disguised 
pugrim, ‘‘ but, on the other hand, how much time must 
pass by in the siege, by dcfeating which that suit must 
needs be advanced? While I sat in my lonely castle, 
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tidings after tidings came to astound me with the 
numerous, or rather the constant dangers, with which 
my lover was surrounded, until at length, in a moment 
I think of madness, I resolved to set out in this mas- 
culine disguise ; and having mysclf with my own eyes 
seen in what situation I had placed my knight, I deter- 
mined to take such measures in respect to shortening 
the ternteof his trial, or otherwise, as a sight of Douglas 
Castle, and—why should I deny it?—of Sir John de 
Walton, might suggest. Perhaps you, my dearest 
sister, may not so well understand my being tempted 
into flinching from the resolution which I had laid down 
for my own honour, and that of my lover; but consider, 
that my resolution was the consequence of a moment of 
excitajjon, and that the course which I adopted was the 
conclusion of a long, wasting, sickening state of un- 
certainty, the effect of which was to weaken the nerves 
which were once highly strung with love of my country, 
as I thought; but in reality, alas! with fond and 
anxious feelings of a more selfish description.” 

‘‘Alas!” said sister Ursula, evincing the strongest 
symptoms of intcrest and compassion, ‘‘am | the per- 
son, dearest child, whom you suspect of insensibility 
to the distresses which are the fruit of true love? Do 
you suppose that the air which is breathed within these 
walls has the property upon the female heart, of such 
niarvellous fountains as they say change into stone the 
substances which are immersed into their waters? Hear 
my tale, and judge if it can be thus with one who pos- 
sesses my causes of grief. And do not fear for loss of 
time ; we must let our neighbours at Ilazelside be settled 
for the evening, ere I furnish you with the means of 
escape ; and you must have a trusty guide, for whose 
fidelity I will be responsible, to direct your path through 
these woods, and protect you in case of any danger, too 
likely to occur in these troublesome times, It will thus 
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be nigh an hour ere you depart ; and sure I am that in 
no manner can you spend the time better than in lis- 
tening to distresses too similar to your own, and flowing 
from the source of disappointed affection which you 
must needs sympathise with.” 

The distresses of the Lady Augusta did not prevent 
her being in some degree affected, almost ludicrously, 
with the singular contrast between the hideou§ ‘counten- 
ance of this victim of the tender passion, and the cause 
to which she imputed her sorrows; but’it was not a 
moment for giving way to a sense of the ridiculous, 
which would have been in the highest degree offensive 
to the sister of Saint Bride, whose good-will she had so 
many reasons to conciliate. She readily, therefore, suc- 
ceeded in preparing herself to listen to the votary with 
an appearance of sympathy, which might reward that 
which she had herself experienced at the hands of 
sister Ursula; while the unfortunate recluse, with an 
agitation which made her ugliness still more conspicuous, 
narrated nearly in a whisper the following circum- 
stances :— 

‘* My misfortunes commenced long before I was called 
sister Ursula, or secluded as a votaress within these 
walls. My father was a noble Norman, who, like many 
of his countrymen, sought and found fortune at the 
court of the King of Scotland. He was endowed with 
the sheriffdom of this county, and Maurice de Hattely, 
or Hautlieu, was numbered among the wealthy and 
powerful barons of Scotland. Wherefore should I deny 
it, that the daughter of this baron, then called Margaret 
de Hautlieu, was also distinguished among the great 
and fair of the land? It can be no censurable vanity 
which provokes me to speak the truth, and unless I tell 
it myself, you could hardly suspect what a resemblance 
I once bore even to the lovely Lady Augusta of Berkely. 
About this time broke out those unfortunate feuds of 
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Bruce and Baliol, which have been so long the curse of 
this country. My father, determined in his choice of 
party by the arguments of his wealthy kinsmen at the 
court of Edward, embraced with passion the faction of 
the English interest, and became one of the keenest par- 
tisans, at first of John Baliol, and afterwards of the 
English monarch. None among the Anglocised-Scot- 
tish, as his party was called, were so zealous as he for 
the red cross, and no one was more detested by his 
countrymen Who followed the national standard of Saint 
Andrew and the patriot Wallace. Aniong those soldiers 
of the soil, Malcolm Fleming of Biggar was one of the 
most distinguished by his noble birth, his high acquire- 
ments, and his fame in chivalry. I saw him; and the 
chasiy spectre who now addresses you must not be 
ashanicd to say, that she loved, and was beloved by, one 
of the handsomest youths in Scotland. Our attachment 
was discovered to my father almost ere we had owned it 
to each other, and he was furious both against my lover 
and myself ; he placed me under the charge of a religious 
woman of this rule, and I was inimured within the house of 
Saint Bride, where my father shamcd not to announce he 
would cause me to take the veil by force, unless I agreed 
to wed a youth bred at the English court, his nephew ; 
and, as Heaven had granted him no son, the heir, as he 
had resolved, of the house of Ilautlicu. I was not long 
in making my election. I protested that death should 
be my choice, rather than any other husband excepting 
Malcolm Fleming. Neither was my lover less faithful ; 
he found means to communicate to me a particular 
night on which he proposed to attempt to storm the 
nunnery of Saint Bride, and carry me from hence to 
freedom and the grcenwood, of which Wallace was 
generally called the king. In an evil hour—an hour I 
think of infatuation and witchery—I suffered the abbess 
to wheedle the secret out of me, which I might have 
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been sensible would appear more horribly flagitious to 
her than to any othcr woman that breathed ; but I had 
not taken the vows, and I thought Wallace and Fleming 
had the same charms for everybody as for me, and the 
artful woman gave me reason to believe that her loyalty 
to Bruce was without a flaw of suspicion, and she took 
part in a plot of which my freedom was the object. The 
abbess engaged to have the English guards reridved to 
a distance, and in appearance the troops were withdrawn. 
Accordingly, in the middle of the night appointed, the 
window of my cell, which was two storeys from the 
ground, was opened without noise; and never were my 
eyes more gladdencd than, as ready disguised and 
arrayed for flight, even in a horseman’s dress, like your- 
self, fairest Lady Augusta, I saw Malcolm F]eming 
spring into the apartment. He rushed towards me; 
but at the same time my father with ten of his strongest 
men filled the room, and cried their war-cry of Baliol. 
Blows were instantly dealt on every side. A form like a 
giant, however, appcarcd in the midst of the tumult, and 
distinguished himself, even to my half-giddy eye, by the 
ease with which he bore down and dispersed those who 
fought against our freedom, My father alone offered an 
opposition which threateaed to prove fatal to him ; for 
Wallace, it was said, could foil any two martial cham- 
pions that ever drew sword. Brushing from him the 
armed men, as a lady would drive away with her fan a 
swarm of troublesome flics, he secured me in one arm, 
used his other for our mutual protection, and I found 
myself in the act of being borne in safety down the 
ladder by which my deliverers had ascended from with- 
out,—but an evil fate awaited this attempt. 

‘‘My father, whom the Champion of Scotland had 
spared for my sake, or rather for Fleming's, gained by 
his victor’s compassion and lIenity a fearful advantage, 
and made a remorseless use of it. Having only his left 
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hand to oppose to the maniac attempts of my father, 
even the strength of Wallace could not prevent the 
assailant, with all the energy of desperation, from throw- 
ing down the ladder, on which his daughter was perched 
like a dove in the grasp of an eagle. The champion 
saw our dangcr, and exerting his inimitable strength and 
agility, cleared himself and me from the ladder, and 
leaped Tree of the moat of the convent, into which we 
must otherwise have been precipitated. The Champion 
of Scotland’was saved in the desperate attempt, but I, 
who fell among a heap of stones and rubbish, I, the 
disobedient servant, well nigh the apostate vestal, waked 
only from a long bed of sickness, to find myself the dis- 
figured wretch which you now see me. I then learned 
thatafalcolm had escaped from the fray, and shortly 
after I heard, with feelings less keen perhaps than they 
ought to have been, that my father was slain in one of 
the endless battles which took place between the con- 
tending factions. If he had lived, I might have sub- 
mitted to the completion of my fate; but since he was 
no more, I felt that it would be a preferable lot to be a 
beggar in the streets of a Scottish village, than an 
abbess in this miserable house of Saint Bride; nor was 
even that poor object of ambition, on which my father 
used to expatiate when desirous of persuading me to 
enter the monastic state by milder means than throwing 
me off the battlements, long open to me. The old 
abbess died of a cold caught the evening of the fray ; 
and the place, which might have been kept open until I 
was capable of filling it, was disposed of otherwise, 
when the English thought fit to reform, as they termed 
it, the discipline of the housc; and instead of clecting 
a new abbess, sent hither two or three friendly monks, 
who have now the absolute government of the com- 
munity, and wield it entirely according to the pleasure 
of the English. But I, for one, who have had the 
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honour to be supported by the arms of the Champion 
of my country, will not remain here to be commanded 
by this Abbot Jerome. I will go forth, nor do I fear to 
find relations and friends, who will provide a morc 
fitting place of refuge for Margaret de Hautlieu than 
the convent of Saint Bride; you, too, dearest lady, 
shall obtain your freedom, and it will be well to leave 
such information as will make Sir John de Walton aware 
of the devotion with which his happy fate, has inspired 
you.” 

‘It is not, then, your own intention,” said the Lady 
Augusta, ‘‘to return into the world again, and you are 
about to renounce the lover, in a union with whom you 
and he once saw your joint happiness ?”’ 

‘It is a question, my dearest child,” said‘ sister 
Ursula, ‘‘ which I dare not ask myself, and to which I 
am absolutely uncertain what answer I should return. 
I have not taken the final and irrevocable vows; I have 
done nothing to alter my situation with regard to Mal- 
colm Fleming. He also, by the vows plighted in the 
Chancery of Heaven, is my affianced bridegroom, nor 
am I conscious that I less deserve his faith, in any 
respect now, than at the moment when it was pledged 
tome; but, I confess, dearest lady, that rumours have 
reached me, which sting me to the quick ; the reports of 
my wounds and scars are said to have estranged the 
Knight of my choice. I am now, indeed, poor,’ she 
added, with a sigh, ‘‘and Iam no longer possessed of 
those personal charms, which they say attract the love, 
and fix the fidelity, of the othcr sex. I teach myself, 
therefore, to think, in my moments of settled resolution, 
that all betwixt me and Malcolm Fleming is at an end, 
saving good wishes on the part of both towards the 
other ; and yet there is a sensation in my bosom which 
whispers, in spite of my reason, that if I absolutely be- 
lieved that which I now say, there would be no object 
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on earth worthy my living for in order to attain it. This 
insinuating prepossession whispers, to my secret soul, 
and in very opposition to my reason and understanding, 
that Malcolm Fleming, who could pledge his all upon 
the service of his country, is incapable of nourishing the 
versatile affection of an ordinary, a coarse, or a venal 
character. Methinks, were the difference upon his part 
insteadapf mine, he would not lose his interest in my 
eyes, because he was seamed with honourable scars, ob- 
tained in asserting the freedom of his choice, but that 
such wounds would, in my opinion, add to his merit, 
whatever they took away from his personal comeliness. 
Ideas rise on my soul, as if Malcolm and Margaret 
might yet be to each other all that their affections once 
anticipated with so much security, and that a change, 
whicl™took nothing from the honour and virtue of the 
beloved person, must rather add to, than diminish, the 
charms of the union. Look at me, dearest Lady 
Augusta !—~look me—if you have courage—full in the 
face, and tell me whether I do not rave when my fancy 
is thus converting mere possibilities into that which is 
natural and probable.”’ 

The lady of Berkely, conscious of the necessity, raised 
her eyes on the unfortunate nun, afraid of losing her 
own chance of deliverance by the mode in which she 
should conduct herself in this crisis ; yet not willing at 
the same time to flatter the unfortunate Ursula, with 
suggesting ideas for which her own sense told her she 
could hardly find any rational grounds. But her imagi- 
nation, stored with the minstrelsy of the time, brought 
back to her recollection the Loathly J.ady in ‘' The Mar- 
riage of Sir Gawain,” and she conducted her reply in the 
following manner :— 

‘‘You ask me, my dear Lady Margaret, a trying 
question, Which it would be unfriendly to answer other- 
wise than sincerely, and most cruel to answer with too 
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much rashness. It 1s true, that what is called beauty, 
1s the first quality on which we of the weaker sex learn 
to set a value; we are flattered by the imputation of 
personal charms, whether we actually possess them or 
not; and no doubt we learn to place upon them a great 
deal more consequence than in reality 1s found to belong 
to them Women, howevei, even such as are held by 
their own sex, and perhaps in secret by themse'ves, as 
devoid of all pretensions to beauty, have been known to 
become, fiom their understanding, their talents, or their 
accomplishments, the undoubted objects of the warmest 
attachment. Wherefore then should you, in the mere 
rashness of your apprehension, deem it impossible that 
your Malcolm Fleming should be made of that porcelain 
clay of the earth, which despises the passing captiva~ 
tions of outward form in comparison to the chafifis of 
true affection, and the excellence of talents and virtue ?” 

The nun pressed her companion s hand to her bosom, 
and answered her with a deep sigh 

‘‘T fear,” she said, ‘‘ you flatter me; and yet in a 
crisis like this 1t does one good to be flattered, even as 
cordials, otherwise dangerous to the constitution, are 
wisely given to support a patient through a paroxysm of 
agony, and enable him to endure at least what they can- 
not cure. Answer only one question, and it will be time 
to drop this conversation Could you, sweet lady—you 
upon whom fortune has bestowed so many charms—could 
any argument make you patient under the :rretrievable 
loss of your personal advantages, with the concomitant 
loss, as in my case 1s most probable, of that lover for 
whom you have already done so much?” 

The English lady cast her eyes again on her friend, 
and could not help shuddenng a little at the thought of 
her own beautiful countenance being exchanged for the 
seamed and scarred features of the Lady of Hautheu, 
irregularly lighted by the beams of a single eye. 
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“« Believe me,” she said, looking solemnly upwards, 
‘‘that even in the case which you suppose, I would not 
sorrow so much for myself. as I would for the poor- 
spirited thoughts of the lover who could leave me be- 
cause those tiansitory charms (which must in any case 
ere long take their departure) had fled ere yet the bridal 
day Itis, however, concealed by the decrees of Provi- 
dence, Se what manner, or to what extent, other persons, 
with whose disposition we are not fully acquainted, may 
be affected by such changes _ I can only assure you thit 
my hopes go with yours, and that there 1s no difficulty 
which shall remain in your path in future, if 1t 1s in my 
power to remove 1t —Hark ! —— 

‘It 1s the signal of our freedom,” rephed Ursula, 
giving attention to something resembling the whoop of 
the riight owl ‘‘ We must prepare to leave the con- 
vent in a few minutes. Have you anything to take with 
you? 

‘* Nothing,” answered the Lady of Berkely, ‘‘ except 
the few valuables, which I scarce know why I brought 
with me on my flight hither This scroll, which I shill 
leave behind, gives my faithful minstrel permission to 
save himself, by confessing to Sir John de Walton who 
the person really 1s whom he has had within his 
reach ' 

‘It is strange,” sad the novice of Saint Bnde, 
**through what extriordinary labyrinths this Love, this 
Will-of-the-Wisp, guides his votaries Take heed as you 
descend, this trap-door, carefully concealed, curiously 
jointed and oiled, leads to a secret postern, where I con- 
ceive the horses already wait, which will enable us 

edily to bid adieu to Saint Bridc s—Heaven’s bless- 
ing on her, and on her convent! We can have no 
advantage from any lght, until we are in the open 
air" 

During this time, sister Ursula, to give her for the 
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Jast time her conventual name, exchanged her stole, or 
loose upper garment, for the more succinct cloak and 
hood of ahorseman. She led the way through divers 
passages, studiously complicated, until the Lady of 
Berkely, with throbbing heart, stood in the pale and 
doubtful moonlight, which was shining with grey un- 
certainty upon the walls of the ancient building. The 
imitation of an owlet’s cry directed them to a nei: hbour- 
ing large elm, and on approaching it, they were aware 
of three horses, held by one, concerning whom they 
could only see that he was tall, strong, and accoutred in 
the dress of a man-at-arms. 

‘« The sooner,” he said, ‘‘ we are gone from this place, 
Lady Margaret, it is so much the better. You have only 
to direct the course which we shall hold.” 

Lady Margaret's answer was given beneath her breath ; 
and replied to with a caution from the guide to ride 
slowly and silently for the first quarter of an hour, by 
which time inhabited places would be left at a distance. 


CHAP. XII. 


| REAT was the astonishment of the young 
oy 1 Knight of Valence and the reverend Father 
keseem) Jerome, when, upon breaking into the cell, they 
discovered the youthful pilgrim’s absence; and from the 
garments which were left, saw every reason to think that 
the one-eyed novice, sister Ursula, had accompanied 
him in his escape from custody. A thousand thoughts 
thronged upon Sir Aymer, how shamefully he had suf- 
fered himsclf to be outwitted by the artifices of a boy 
and of a novice. His reverend companion in error felt 
no less contrition for having recommended to the knight 
a mild exercise of his authority. Father Jerome had 
obtained his preferment as abbot upon the faith of his 
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zeal for the cause of the English monarch, with the 
affected interest in which he was at a loss to reconcile 
his proceedings of the last night. A hurried inquiry 
took place, from which little could be Jearned, save that 
the young pilgrim had most certainly gone off with the 
Lady Margaret de Hautlieu, an incident at which the 
females of the convent expressed surprise, mingled with 
a great Weal of horror ; while that of the males, whom 
tne news soon reached, was qualified with a degree of 
wonder, whieh seemed to be founded upon the very 
different personal appearance of the two fugitives. 

‘‘ Sacred Virgin,” said a nun, ‘‘who could have con- 
ceived the hopeful votaress, sister Ursula, so lately 
drowned in tears for her father's untimely fate, capable 
of elopjng with a boy scarce fourteen years old?” 

‘‘And, holy Saint Bride!” said the Abbot Jcrome, 
‘‘what could have made so handsome a young man 
lend his arm to assist such a nightmare as sister Ursula 
in the commission of so great an enormity? Certainly 
he can neither plead temptation nor seduction, but must 
have gone, as the worldly phrase is,—-to the devil with a 
dishclout.” 

‘‘T must disperse the soldiers to pursue the fugitives,” 
said De Valence, ‘‘ unless this letter, which the pilgrim 
must have left behind him, shall contain some explana- 
tions respecting our mysterious prisoncr.’’ 

After vicwing the contents with some surprise, he read 
aloud,—'‘ The undersigned, late residing in the house 
of Saint Bride, do you, Father Jerome, the abbot of said 
house, to know, that finding you were disposed to treat 
meas a prisoner and a spy, in the sanctuary to which 
you had received me as a distressed person, I have re- 
solved to use my natural liberty, with which you have 
no right to interfere, and therefore have withdrawn 
myself from your abbacy. Moreover, finding that the 
novice called in your convent sister Ursula (who hath, 
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by a monastic rule and discipline, a fair title to return 
to the world unless she is pleased, after a year’s novi- 
ciate, to profess herself sister of your order) is deter- 
mined to use such privilege, I joyfully take the oppor- 
tunity of her company in this her lawful resolution, as 
being what is in conformity to the law of God, and the 
precepts of Saint Bride, which gave you no authority to 
detain any person in your convent by force, wno hath 
not taken upon her irrevocably the vows of the order. 

‘“To you, Sir John de Walton, and Sir Aymer de 
Valence, knights of England, commanding the garrison 
of Douglasdale, 1 have only to say, that you have 
acted and are acting against me under a mystery, the 
solution of which is comprehended in a secret known 
only to my faithful minstrel, Bertram of the manv Lays, 
as whose son I have found it convenient to pass myself. 
But as I cannot at this time prevail upon myself per- 
sonally to discover a secret which cannot well be un- 
folded without feelings of shame, I not only give permis- 
sion to the said Bertram the minstrel, but I charge and 
command him, that he tell to you the purpose with 
which I came originally to the Castle of Douglas. When 
this is discovered, it will only remain to express my feel- 
ings towards the two knights, in return for the pain and 
agony of mind which their violence and threats of further 
severities have occasioned me. 

‘‘ And first respecting Sir Aymer de Valence, I freely 
and willingly forgive him for having been involved in a 
mistake to which I myself led the way, and I shall at 
all times be happy to meet with him as an acquaintance, 
and never to think farther of his part in these few days’ 
history, saving as matter of mirth and ridicule. 

‘* But respecting Sir John de Walton, I must request 
of him to consider whether his conduct towards me, 
standing as we at present do towards each other, is such 
as he himself ought to forget or I ought to forgive; and 
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I trust he will understand me when J tell him, that all 
former connections must henceforth be at an end be- 
tween him and the supposed ‘* AUGUSTINE, ’ 


‘* This 1s madness, said the abbot, when he had read 
the letter,—‘‘ very midsummer madness, not unfre- 
quently an accompaniment of this pestilential disease, 
and I Seould do well in requiring of those soldiers who 
shall first apprehend this youth Augustine, that they 
reduce his wictuals immediately to water and bread, 
taking care that the diet do not exceed in measure what 
1S necessary to sustain nature, nay, I should be war- 
ranted by the learned, did I recommend a sufficient 
intermixture of flagellation with belts, stirrup-leathers, 
or surcingles, and failing those, with riding-whips, 
switches, and the hke ’ 

‘Hush! my reverend father,’ said De Valence, ‘‘a 
light begins to break in upon me John de Walton, if 
my suspicion be true, would sooner expose his own flesh 
to be hewn from his bones, than have this Augustine’s 
finger stung bya gnat Instead of treating this youth 
as a madm1n, I, for my own part, will be contented to 
avow that I myself have been bewitched and fascinated , 
and by my honour, if I send out my attendants in quest 
of the fugitives, 1t shall be with the strict charge, that, 
when apprehended, they treat them with all respect, and 
protect them, if they object to return to this house, to 
any honourable place of refuge which they may desire. ' 

‘*T hope,” said the abbot, looking strangely confused, 
‘I shall be first heard in behalf of the Church concern- 
ing this affair of an abducted nun? You see yourself, 
Sir Knight, that this scapegrace of a minstrel avouches 
neither repentance nor contrition at his share in a matter 
so flagitious. ’ 

‘* You shall be secured an opportunity of being fully 
heard,” replied the knight, ‘‘1f you shall find at last that 
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you really desire one. Meantime, I must back, without 
a moment's delay, to inform Sir Jolin de Walton of the 
turn which affairs have taken. Farewell, reverend father. 
By my honour we may wish each other joy that we have 
escaped from a troublesome charge, which brought as 
much terror with it as the phantoms of a fearful dream, 
and is yet found capable of being dispelled by a cure as 
simple as that of awakening the sleeper. But, Ly Saint 
Bride! both churchmen and laymen are bound to 
sympathise with the unfortunate Sir John de Walton. I 
tell thee, father, that if this letter ’’—touching the missive 
with his finger—‘‘is to be construed literally, as far as 
respects him, he is the man most to be pitied betwixt 
the brink of Solway and the place where we now stand. 
Suspend thy curiosity, most worthy churchman, lest 
there should be more in this matter than I] myseir see ; 
so that, while thinking that I have lighted on the true 
explanation, I may not have to acknowledge that I have 
been again leading you into error. Sound to horse 
there! Ho!” he called out from the window of the 
apartment; ‘‘and let the party I brought hither prepare 
to scour the woods on their return.” 

‘‘By my faith!” said lather Jcrome, ‘‘I am right 
glad that this young nut-cracker is going to leave me to 
my own meditation. I hate when a young person pre- 
tends to understand whatever passes, while his betters 
are obliged to confess that it is all a mystery to them. 
Such an assumption is like that of the conceited fool 
sister Ursula, who pretended to read with a single eye a 
manuscript which | myself could not find intelligible 
with the assistance of my spectacles.” 

This might not have quite pleased the young knight, 
nor was it one of those truths which the abbot would 
have chosen to deliver in his hearing, But the knight 
had shaken him by the hand, said adieu, and was already 
at Hazelside, issuing particular orders to little troops of 
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the archers and others, and occasionally chiding Thomas 
Dickson, who, with a degree of curiosity which the I-ng- 
lish knight was not very willing to excuse, had been 
endeavouring to get some account of the occurrences of 
the night. 

‘Peace, fellow!” he said, ‘‘and mind thine own 
business, being well assured that the hour will come in 
which Weill require all the attention thou canst give, 
leaving others to take care of their own affairs.”’ 

“If lam Stspected of anything,” answered Dickson, 
in a tone rather dogged and surly than otherwise, ‘‘ me- 
thinks it were but fair to Jet me know what accusation 
is brought against me. I need not tell you that chivalry 
prescribes that a knight should not attack an enemy 
undefjgd.”” 

‘When you are a knight,” answered Sir Aymer de 
Valence, ‘‘ it will be time enough for me to reckon with 
you upon the points of form due to you by the laws of 
chivalry. Meanwhile, you had best let me know what 
share you have had in playing off the martial phantom 
which sounded the rebellious slogan of Douglas in the 
town of that name.” 

‘‘T know nothing of what you speak,” answered the 
goodman of Hazelside. 

‘*See then,” said the knight, ‘‘ that you do not engage 
yourself in affairs which belong to other people, even if 
your conscience warrants that you are in no danger from 
your own.” . 

So saying, he rode off, not waiting any answer. The 
ideas which filled his head were to the following purpose. 

‘*T know not how it is, but one mist seems no sooner 
to clear away than we find ourselves engaged in another. 
I take it for granted that the disguised damsel is no 
other than the goddess of Walton's private idolatry, who 
has cost him and me so much trouble, and some certain 
degree of misunderstanding, during these last weeks. 
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By my honour! this fair lady is nght lavish in the pardon 
which she has so frankly bestowed upon me, and if she 
1s willing to be less complaisant to Sir John de Walton, 
why then—And what then ?—It surely does not infer that 
she would receive me into that place 1n her affections, 
from which she has just expelled De Walton? Nor, if 
she did, could I avail myself of a change in favour of 
inyself, at the expense of my frend and compunion in 
arms. It were a folly even to dream of a thing so 1m- 
probable But with respect to the other Susiness, it 1s 
worth serious consideration Yon sexton seems to have 
kept company with dead bodies, until he 1s unfit for the 
society of the living , and as to that Dickson of Hazel- 
side, as they call him, there 1s no attempt against the 
Enghsh during these endless wars 1n which that man 
has not been concerned , had my life depended upon 1t, 
Tcould not have prevented myself from intimating my 
suspicions of him, let him take it as he lists 

So saying the knight spurred his horse, and arriving 
at Douglas Castle without farther adventure, demanded 
in a tone of greater cordiality than he had of late used, 
whether he could be admitted to Sir John de Walton, 
having something of conscquence to report to him. He 
was immediately ushered into an apartment in which 
the governor was seated at his solitary breakfast Con- 
sidering the terms upon which thcy had lately stood, the 
governor of Douglasda’e was somewlh it surprised at 
the easy familarity with which De Valence now ap- 
proached him 

‘ Some uncommon news, said Sir John, rather gravely, 
‘*have brought me the honour of Sir Aymer de Valence s 
company 

“Tt is, answered Su Aymer, ‘‘ what seems of high 
importance to your interest, Sir John de Walton and 
therefore I were to blame if I lost a moment in commu- 
nicating it ’ 
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‘‘T shall be proud to profit by your intelligence,” said 
Sir John de Walton. 

‘‘And I too,” said the young knight, ‘‘am loth to lose 

the credit of having penctrated a mystery which blinded 
Sir John de Walton. At the same time, I do not wish 
to be thought capable of jesting with you, which might 
be the case were I, from misapprehension, to give a false 
key toWis matter. With your permission, then, we will 
proceed thus: We go together to the place of Bertram 
the minstrel@confinement. I have in my possession a 
scroll from the young person who was intrusted to the 
care of the Abbot Jerome; it is written in a delicate 
female hand, and gives authority to the minstrel to de- 
clare the purpose which brought them to this vale of 
Pe. 
‘‘){" must be as you say,” said Sir John de Walton, 
‘* although I can scarce see occasion for aéding so much 
form to a mystery which can be expressed in such small 
compass.” 

Accordingly, the two knights, the warder leading the 
way, proceeded to the dungeon to which the minstrel had 
been removed. 


CHAP. XIII. 


HE doors of the stronghold being undone, dis- 
played a dungeon such as in those days held 

mee) victims hopeless of cscape, but in which the 
ingenious knave of modern times would scarcely have 
deigned to remain many hours. The huge rings by 
which the fetters were soldered together, and attached 
to the human body, were, when examined minutely, 
found to be clenched together by riveting so very thin, 
that when rubbed with corrosive acid, or patiently ground 
with «a bit of sandstone, the hold of the fetters upon each 
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other might easily be forced asunder, and the purpose 
of them entircly frustrated. The locks also, large, and 
apparently very strong, were so coarsely made, that an 
artist of small ingenuity could easily contrive to get the 
better of their fastenings upon the same principle. The 
daylight found its way to the subterranean dungeon only 
at noon, and through a passage which was purposely 
made tortuous, so as to exclude the rays of ¢ze sun, 
while it presented no obstacle to wind or rain. The 
doctrine that a prisoner was to be esteereed innocent 
until he should be found guilty by his peers, was not 
understood in those days of brute force, and he was only 
accommodated with a lamp or other alleviation of his 
misery, if his demeanour was quiet, and he appeared 
disposed to give his jailor no trouble by attempting to 
make his escape. Suchaccll of confinement was that 
of Bertram, whose moderation of temper and patience 
had nevertheless procured for him such mitigations of 
his fate as the warder could grant. He was permitted 
to carry into his cell the old book, in the perusal of which 
he found an amusement of his solitude, together with 
writing materials, and such other helps towards spending 
his time as were consistent with his abude in the bosom 
of the rock and the degree of information with which his 
minstrel craft had possessed him. He raised his head 
from the table as the knights entered, while the governor 
observed to the young knight— 

‘* AS you seem to think yourself possessed of the secret 
of this prisoner, I leave it to you, Sir Aymer de Valence, 
to bring it to light in the manner which you shall judge 
most expedient. If the man or his son have suffered 
unnecessary hardship, it shall be my duty to make 
amends—which, I suppose, can be no very important 
matter.”’ 

Pertram looked up, and fixed his eyes full upon the 
governor, but read nothing in his looks which indicated 
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his being better acquainted than before with the secret 
of his imprisonment. Yet, upon turning his eye towards 
Sir Aymer, his countenance evidently lighted up, and 
the glance which passed between them was one of intcl- 
ligence. 

‘You have my secret, then,” said he, ‘‘and you know 
who itis that passes under the name or Augustine ?”’ 

Sir ocr exchanged with him a look of acquiescence ; 
while, the eyes of the governor glancing wildly from the 
prisoner to the.Knight of Valence, he exclaimed,— 

‘*Sir Aymer de Valence, as you are belted knight and 
Christian man, as you have honour to preserve on earth, 
and a soul to rescue after death, I charge you to tell me 
the meaning of this mystery! It may be that you con- 
ceive, om truth, that you have subject of complaint 
against me ;—TIf so, I will satisfy you as a knight may.” 

The minstrel spoke at the same moment. 

‘‘T charge this knight,’ he said, ‘‘by his vow of 
chivalry, that he do not divulge any secret belonging to 
a person of honour and of character, unless he has posi- 
tive assurance that it is done entirely by that person's 
Own consent.” 

‘* Let this note remove your scruples,’ said Sir Aymer, 
putting the scroll into the hands of the minstrel ; ‘‘ and 
for you, Sir John de Walton, far from retaining the least 
feeling of any misunderstanding which may have existed 
between us, 1 am disposed entirely to bury it in forget- 
fulness, as having arisen out of a series of mistakes which 
no mortal could have comprehended. And do not be 
offended, my dear Sir John, when I protest, on my 
knightly faith, that I pity the pain which I think this 
scroll is likely to give you, and that if my utmost efforts 
can be of the least service to you in unravelling this 
tangled skein, I will contribute them with as much 
earnestness as ever I did aught in my life. This faith- 
ful minstrel will now see that he can have no difficulty in 
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yielding up a secret, which I doubt not, but for the 
writing I have just put into his hands, he would have 
continued to keep with unshaken fidelity ” 

Sir Aymer now placed in De Waltons hand a note, 
mn which he had, ere he left Saint Bride’s convent, signi- 
fied his own interpretation of the mystery, and the 
governor had scarcely read the name it contained, before 
the same name was pronounced aloud by Bertrgfa, who, 
at the same moment, handed to the governor the scroll 
which he had received from the Knight of Valence 

The white plume which floated over the knight’s cap 
of maintenance, which was worn 1s a headpiece within 
doors, was not more pale in complexion than was the 
knight himself at the unexpected and surprising infor- 
mation, that the lady who was, in chivalrous phrase, 
empress of his thoughts, and commander of his ations, 
and to whom, even 1n less tantastic times, he must have 
owed the deepest gratitude for the generous election 
which she had made 1n his favour, was the same person 
whom he had threatened with personal violence, and 
subyected to hardships and aflronts which he would not 
willingly have bestowed even upon the meanest of her 
sex 

Yet Sir John de Walton seemed at first scarcely to 
comprehend the numerous 11] consequences which might 
probably follow this unhappy complication of mistakes. 
He took the paper from the minstrel s hand, and while 
his eye, assisted by the lamp, wandered over the cha- 
racters without apparently their conveying any distinct 
impression to his understanding, De Valence even be- 
came alarmed that he was about to lose his faculties 

‘‘For Heavens sake, sir,’ he said, ‘‘be aman, and 
support with manly steadiness these unexpected occur- 
rences—I would fain think they will reach to nothing else 
—which the wit of man could not have prevented ‘This 
fair lady, I would fain hope, cannot be much hurt or 
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deeply offended by a train of circumstances, the natural 
consequence of your anxiety to discharge perfectly a duty 
upon which must depend the accomplishment of all the 
hopes she had permitted you to entertain In God sname, 
rouse up, sir, let 1t not be said, that an apprehended 
frown of a fair lady hath damped to such a degree the 
cour of the boldest knight in Lngland , be what men 
have caled you, ‘Walton the Unwavering ,’ in Heaven's 
name, let us at least see that the ladv1s indeed offended, 
before we conelade that she 1s irreconcilablyso Towhose 
faultare we toascribe the source of all these errors? Surely, 
with all due respect, to the caprice of the Judy herself, 
which has engendered such a nest of mistakes Think 
of itas a man, andasa soldier Supposethat you your- 
self, or L desirous of proving the fidelity of our sentinels, 
or for any other reason, good or bad, attempted to enter 
this Dangerous Castle of Douglas without giving the 
password to the warders, would we be entitled to blame 
those upon duty, if, not knowing our persons, they man- 
fully refused us entrance, made us prisoners, and mus- 
handled us while resisting our attempt in terms of the 
orders which we ourselves had imposed upon them? 
What 19 there that makes a difference between such a 
sentinel and yourself, John de Walton, in this curious 
affair, which, by Heaven! would 11ther form a gay 
subject for the minstrelsy of this excellent bard, than the 
theme of a tragic lay? Come! look not thus Sir John 
de Walton , be angry, if you will with the ladv who has 
comnutted such a piece of folly, or with me who have 
rode up and down nearly all mght on a fools errand, 
and spoiled my best horse, in absolute uncertainty how 
I shall get another till my uncle of Pembroke and I 
shall be reconciled , or, lastly, if you desire to be totally 
absurd in your wrath, direct it against this wo1thy minstrel 
on account of his rire fidelity, and punish him for that 
for which he better deserves a chain of gold Let passion 
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out, if you will ; but chase this desponding gloom from 
the brow of a man and a belted knight.” 

Sir John de Walton made an effort to speak, and 
succeeded with some difficulty. 

‘* Aymer de Valence,” he said, ‘‘in irritating a mad- 
man you do but sport with your own life ;” and then re- 
mained silent. o- 

‘‘T am glad you can say so much,” replied if friend ; 
“‘for I was not jesting when I said I would rather that 
you were at variance with me, than that you laid the 
whole blame on yourself. It would be courteous, I think, 
to set this minstrel instantly at liberty. Meantime, for 
his lady's sake, I will entreat him, in all honour, to be 
our guest till the Lady Augusta de Berkely shall do us 
the same honotr, and to assist us in our search efter her 
place of retirement.—Good minstrcl,”” he continued, 
‘‘you hear what I say, and you will not, I suppose, be 
surprised, that in all honour and kind usage, you find 
yourself detained for a short space in this Castle of 
Douglas ?”’ 

‘*You seem, Sir Knight,’’ replicd the minstrel, ‘‘not 
so much to keep your cye upon the right of doing what 
you should, as to possess the might of doing what 
you would. I must necessarily be guided by your 
advice, since you have the power to make it a com- 
mand.” 

‘‘And I trust,” continued De Valence, ‘‘ that when 
your mistress and you again meet, we shall have the 
benefit of your intercession for anything which we may 
have done to displeasure her, considering that the purpose 
of our action was exactly the reverse.” 

‘*Let me,’ said Sir John de Walton, ‘‘say a single 
word, I-will offer thee a chain of gold, heavy enough 
to bear down the weight of these shackles, as a sign of 
regret for having condemned thee to suffer so many 
indignities.” 
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‘Enough said, Sir John,” said De Valence ; ‘‘let us 
promise no more till this good minstrel shall see some 
sign of performance. Follow me this way, and I will 
tell thee in private of other tidings, which it is important 
that you should know.” 

So saying, he withdrew De Walton from the dungeon, 
and sending for the old knight, Sir Philip de Montenay, 
already Saentioned, who acted as seneschal of the castle, 
he commanded that the minstrel should be enlarged 
from the dunggon, well looked to in other respects, yet 
prohibited, though with every mark of civility, from 
leaving the castle without a trusty attendant. 

‘‘ And now, Sir John de Walton,” he said, ‘‘ methinks 
you are a little churlish in not ordering me some break- 
fast, after I have been all night engaged in your affairs ; 
and a“@up of muscadel would, I think, be no bad 
induction to a full consideration of this perplexed 
matter.” 

‘Thou knowest,’’ answered De Walton, ‘‘ that thou 
mayest call for what thou wilt, provided always thou 
tellest mc, without loss of time, what else thou knowest 
respecting the will of the lady against whom we have all 
sinned so grievously—and I, alas, beyond hope of for- 
giveness !"’ 

‘“‘Trust me, I hope,” said the Knight of Valence, 
‘‘the good lady bears me no malice, as indeed she has 
expressly renounced any ill-will against me. The words, 
you see, are as plain as you yourself may read—'‘ The 
lady pardons poor Aymer de Valence, and willingly, 
for having been involved in a mistake, to which she 
herself led the way; she herself will at all times be 
happy to meet with him as an acquaintance, and never 
to think farther of these few days’ history, except as 
matter of mirth and ridicule.’ So it is expressly written 
and set down.” 

‘‘ Yes," replied Sir John de Walton, ‘‘ but see you not 
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that her offending lover is expressly excluded from the 
amnesty granted to the lesser offender? Mark you not 
the concluding paragraph?” He took the scroll witha 
trembling hand, and read with a discomposed voice 
its closing words. ‘‘It is even so: ‘All former con- 
nection must henceforth be at an end between him 
and the supposed Augustine.’ Explain to me Jow the 
reading of these words is reconcilable to anyéning but 
their plain sense of condemnation and forfeiture of con- 
tract, implying destruction of the hopeseef Sir John de 
Walton?” 

‘* You are somewhat an older man than J, Sir Knight,” 
answered De Valence, ‘‘and I will grant, by far the 
wiser and more experienced; yet I will uphold that 
there is no adopting the interpretation which yqu seem 
to have affixed in your mind to this letter, Without 
supposing the preliminary, that the fair writer was dis- 
tracted in her understanding,—nay, never start, look 
wildly, or Jay your hand on your sword, I do not affirm 
this is the case. J] say again, that no woman in her 
senses would have pardoned a common acquaintance 
for his behaving to her with unintentional disrespect 
and unkindness, during the currency of a certain mas- 
querade, and, at the same time, sternly and irrevocably 
broke off with the lover to whom her troth was plighted, 
although his error in joining in the offence was neither 
grosser nor more protracted than that of the person in- 
different to her Jove." 

**Do not blaspheme,” said Sir John de Walton ; ‘‘and 
forgive me, if, in justiceeto truth and to the angel whom I 
fear I have forfeited for ever, I point out to you the 
difference which a maiden of dignity and of feeling 
must make between an offence towards her, committed 
by an ordinary acquaintance, and one of precisely the 
same kind offered by a person who is bound by the most 
undeserved preference, by the most generous benefits, 
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and by everything which can bind human feeling, to 
think and reflect ere he becomes an actor in any case in 
which it is possible for her to be concerned.” 

‘* Now, by mine honour,” said Aymer de Valence, '‘I 
am glad to hear thee make some attempt at reason, 
although it is but an unreasonable kind of reason too, 
sincedig object is to destroy thine own hopes, and argue 
away thie own chance of happiness; but if I have, in 
the progress of this affair, borne me sometimes towards 
thee, as to #fve not only the governor, but even the 
friend, some cause of displeasure, I will make it up to 
thee now, John de Walton, by trying to convince thee 
in'spite of thine own perverse logic. But here comes 
the muscadel and the breakfast; wilt thou take some 
refreshgaent ?—or shall we go on without the spirit of 
muscadel ?" 

‘‘For Heaven's sake,” replied De Walton, ‘do as 
thou wilt, so thou make me clear of thy well-intended 
babble.” 

‘‘Nay, thou shalt not brawl me out of my powers of 
argument, ’ said De Valence, laughing, and helping him- 
self to a brimming cup of wine ; ‘‘if thou acknowledgest 
thyself conquered, I am contented to give the victory to 
the inspiring strength of the jovial liquor.” 

‘Do as thou listest,”” said De Walton, ' but make 
an end of an argument which thou canst not com- 
prehend.” 

‘* I deny the charge,’ answered the younger knight, 
wiping his lips, after having finished his draught ; ‘‘ and 
listen, Walton the Warlike, to a chapter in the history 
of women, in which thou art more unskilled than I would 
wish thee to be. Thou canst not deny that, be it right 
or wrong, the Lady Augusta hath ventured more forward 
with you than is usual upon the sea of affection ; she 
boldly made thee her choice, while thou wert as yet 
known to her only as a flower of English chivalry,— 

307 


CASTLE DANGEROUS. 


faith, and J respect her for her frankness—but it was a 
choice which the more cold of her own sex might per- 
haps claim occasion to term rash and precipitate.— 
Nay, be not, I pray thee, offended—I am far from think- 
ing or saying so; on the contrary, I will uphold with 
my lance her selection of John de Walton against the 
minions of a court, to be a wise and generous choice, 
and her own behaviour as alike candid and n@be. But 
she herself is not unlikely to dread unjust misconstruc- 
tion ; a fear of which may not improbaey induce her 
upon any occasion, to seize some opportunity of show- 
ing an unwonted and unusual rigour towards her lover, 
in order to balance her having extended towards him, 
in the beginning of their intercourse, somewhat of an 
unusual degrec of frank encouragement. Nay,,it might 
be easy for her lover so far to take part against himself, 
by arguing as thou dost, when out of thy senses, as to 
make it difficult for her to withdraw from an argument 
which he himself was foolish enough to strengthen ; and 
thus, like a maiden too soon taken at her first nay-say, 
she shall perhaps be allowed no opportunity of bearing 
herself according to her real feelings, or retracting a 
sentence issued with consent of the party whose hopes 
it destroys.” 

‘‘I have heard thee, De Valence,’’ answered the 
governor of Douglasdale ; ‘‘nor is it difficult for me 
to admit, that these thy lcssons may serve as a chart to 
many a female heart, but not to that of Augusta de 
Berkely. By my life, I say, I would much sooner be 
deprived of the merit of those few deeds of chivalry 
which thou sayest have procured for me such enviable 
distinction, than I would act upon them with the inso- 
lence, as if I said that my place in the lady's bosom 
was too firmly fixed to be shaken even by the success 
of a worthier man, or by my own gross failure in 
respect to the object of my attachment. No, herself 
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alone shall have power to persuade me that even good- 
ness equal to that of an interceding saint will restore me 
to the place in her affections which I have most un- 
worthily forfeited, by a stupidity only to be compared to 
that of brutes.” 

‘Tf you are so minded,” said Aymer de Vaicace, ‘‘I 
haveegnly one word more—forgive me if I speak it 
perempt®rily—the lady, as you say, and say truly, must 
be the final arbitress in this question. My arguments do 
not extend té™nsisting that you should claim her hand, 
whether she herself will or no ; but, to learn her deter- 
mination, it is necessary that you should find out where 
she is, of which I am unfortunately not able to inform 
you.” 

‘* How ! what mean you?” exclaimed the governor, 
who now only began to comprehend the extent of his 
misfortune ; ‘‘ whither hath she fled ? or with whom?” 

‘* She is fled, for what I know,’ said De Valence, ‘‘in 
search of a more enterprising lover than one who is so 
willing to interpret every air of frost asa killing blight 
to his hopes ; perhaps she seeks the Black Douglas, or 
some such hero of the Thistle, to reward with her lands, 
her lordships, and beauty, those virtues of enterprise and 
courage, of which John de Walton was at one time 
thought possessed. But, seriously, events are passing 
around us of strange import. I saw enough last night, 
on my way to Saint Bride’s, to make me suspicious of 
every one. I sent to you as a prisoner the old sexton of 
the church of Douglas. I found him contumacious as 
to some inquiries which I thought it proper to prosecute ; 
but of this more at another time. The escape of this 
lady adds greatly to the difficulties which encircle this 
devoted castle.” 

** Aymer de Valence,” replied De Walton, in a solemn 
and animated tone, ‘‘ Douglas Castle shall be defended, 
as we have hitherto been able, with the aid of Heaven, 
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to spread from its battlements the broad banner of St. 
George. Come of me what lists during my life, I will 
die the faithful lover of Augusta de Berkely, even 
although I no Jonger live as her chosen knight. There 
are cloisters and hermitages ” 

‘‘ Ay, marry are there,” replied Sir Aymer; ‘‘and 
girdles of hemp, moreover, and beads of oak ; it all 
these we omit in our reckonings, till we discovér where 
the Lady Augusta is, and what she purposes to do in 
this matter.” wl 

‘You say well,” replied De Walton; ‘‘ let us hold coun- 
sel together by what means we shall, if possible, discover 
the lady’s too hasty retreat, by which she has done me 
great wrong ; I mean, if she supposed her commands 
would not have been fully obeyed, had she honoutt 1 with 
them the governor of Douglasdale, or any who are 
under his command.” 

‘‘ Now,” replied De Valence, ‘‘ you again speak like a 
true son of chivalry. With your permission I would 
summon this minstrel to our presence. His fidelity to 
his mistress has been remarkable, and, as matters stand 
now, We must take instant measures for tracing the place 
of her retreat.” 





CHAP. XIV. 


The way ts long, my children, long and rough— 

The moors are dreary and the uvods are dark; 

Rut he that crecps fron cradle on to grave, 

Unskill’d save tn the velvet course of fortune, 

Hath miss'd the discipline of noble hearts.—Oup Pray. 


mi I was yet early in the day, when, after the 
governor and De Valence had again summoned 
Bertram to their councils, the garrison of Douglas 
was mustered, and a number of small parties in addition 
to those already despatched by De Valence from Hazle- 
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side were sent out to scour the woods in pursuit of the 
fugitives, with strict injunctions to treat them, if over- 
taken, with the utmost respect, and to obey their com- 
mands, keeping an eye, however, on the place where 
they might take refuge. To facilitate this result, some 
who were men of discretion were entrusted with the 
secre, who the supposed pilgrim and the fugitive nun 
really Yere. The whole ground, whether forest or 
moorland, within many miles of Douglas Castle, was 
covered andeteaversed by partics, whose anxiety to de- 
tect the fugitives was equal to the reward for their safe 
recovery, liberally ofered by De Walton and De Valence. 
They spared not, meantime, tu make such inquiries in 
all directions, as might bring to light any machinations 
of the pottish insurgents which might be on foot in those 
wild districts, of which, as we have said before, De Va- 
Ience, in particular, entertained strong suspicions. Theit 
instructions were, in case of finding such, to proceed 
against the persons engaged, by arrest and otherwise, 
in the most rigorous manner, such as had been com- 
manded by De Walton himself at the time when the 
Black Douglas and his accomplices had been the prin- 
cipal objects of his wakeful suspicions. ‘These various 
detachments had greatly reduced the strength of the 
garrison, yet, although numerous, alert, and despatched 
in every direction, they had not the fortune either to fall 
on the trace of the lady of Berkely, or to encounter 
any party whatever of the insurgent Scottish. 

Meanwhile, our fugitives had, as we have seen, set 
out from the convent of St. Bride under the guidance of 
a cavalier, of whom the Lady Augusta knew nothing, 
save that he was to guide their steps in a direction where 
they would not be exposed to the risk of being over- 
taken. At length Margaret de Hautlicu herself spoke 
upon the subject. 

‘‘You have made no inquiry,” she said, ‘‘ Lady Au- 

371 RB2 


CASTLE DANGEROUS. 


gusta, whither you are travelling, or under whose charge, 
although methinks it should much concern you to know.” 

‘‘Ts it not enough for me to be aware,” answered 
Lady Augusta, ‘‘ that I am travelling, kind sister, under 
the protection of onc to whom you yourself trust as toa 
friend ; and why need I be anxious for any further assu- 
rance of my safety a 

‘‘ Simply,” said Margaret de Hautlieu, “ becasSe the 
persons with whom, from national as well as personal 
circumstances, I stand connected, are perhays not exactly 
the protectors to whom you, lady, can with such perfect 
safety intrust yourself.” 

‘‘In what sense,” said the Lady Augusta, ‘‘do you 
use these words?" 

‘‘ Because,”’ replicd Margaret de Hautlieu, ‘‘ the 
Bruce, the Douglas, Malcolm Fleming, and others of 
that party, although they are incapable of abusing such 
an advantage to any dishonourable purposc, might never- 
theless, under a strong temptation, consider you as a 
hostage thrown into their hands by Providence, through 
whom they might meditate the possibility of gaining 
some benefit to their dispersed and dispirited party.” 

‘« They might make me,” answered the Lady Augusta, 
“‘the subject of such a treaty, when I was dead, but, 
believe me, never while I drew vital breath. Believe me 
also that, with whatever pain, shame, or agony, I would 
again deliver mysclf up to the power of De Walton, yes, 
I would rather place myself in his hands—what do I 
say? ké’s/—I would rather surrender myself to the 
meanest archer of my native country, than combine with 
its foes to work mischief to merry England—my own 
England—that country which is the envy of every other 
country, and the pride of all who can term themselves 
her natives ! " 

‘‘] thought that your choice might prove so,” said 
Lady Margaret; ‘‘and since you have honoured me 
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with your confidence, gladly would I provide for your 
liberty by placing you as nearly in the situation which 
you yourself desire, as my poor means have the power of 
accomplishing In half-an-hour we shall be in danger 
of being taken by the English partics, which will be im- 
Stantly dispersed in every direction in quest of us Now, 
tak®™4otice, lady, I know a place in which I can take 
refuge With my friends and courtrymen, those gallant 
Scots, who_have never even in this dishonoured age 
bent the kneé to Baal For their honour, their nicety 
of honour, I could in other days have answered with my 
own, but of late, 1 am bound to tell you, they have 
been put to those trials by which the most generous 
affections may be soured, and driven to a species of 
fren.## the more wild that it 15 founded originally on the 
noblest feelings A person who feels himself deprived of 
his natural buthright, denounced, exposed to confisca-~ 
tuon and death, because he avouches the tights of his 
king, the cause of his country, ceases on his part to be 
nice or precise in estimating the degree of retahation 
which it 1s lawful for him to exercise in the requital of 
such injuries , and, belicve me, bitterly should I lament 
having guided you into a situation which you might 
consider afflicting or degrading ' 

‘‘In a word, then,’’ said the English lady, ‘‘ what 1s it 
you apprehend I am hhke to suffer at the hands of your 
friends, whom 1 must be excused for terming rebels?” 

“Tf,” said the sister Ursula, ‘‘ your friends, whom I 
should term oppressors and tyrants, take our land and 
our lives, seivc our castles, and confiscate our property, 
you must confess, that the rough laws of war indulge 
mene with the privilege of retahation There can be no 
fear, that such men, under any circumstances, would ever 
exercise cruelty or insult upon a lady of your rank, but 
it 18 another thing to calculate that they will abstain 
from such means of exto1ting advantage from your cap- 
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tivity as are common in warfare. You would not, I 
think, wish to be delivered up to the English, on con- 
sideration of Sir John de Walton surrendering the Castle 
of Douglas to its natural lord; yet, were you in the 
hands of the Bruce or Douglas, although I can answer 
for your being treated with all the respect which they 
have the means of showing, yet I own, their puttigg* you 
at such a ransom might be by no means unlikelf.” 

‘‘T would sooner die,” said the Lady Berkely, ‘‘ than 
have my name mixed up in a treaty so di$@faceful ; and 
De Walton’s reply to it would, I am certain, be to strike 
the head from the messenger, and throw it from the 
highest tower of Douglas Castle.” 

‘Where, then, lady, would you now go,” said sister 
Ursula, ‘‘ were the choice in your power?” e 

‘‘To my own castle,” answered Lady Augusta, 
‘where, if necessary, I could be defended even against 
the king himself, until I could at least place my person 
under the protection of the Church,” 

‘*In that case,” replied Margaret de Hautlieu, ‘‘ my 
power of rendering you assistance is only precarious, yct 
it comprehends a choice which I will willingly submit to 
your decision, notwithstanding I thereby subject the 
secrets of my friends to some risk of being discovercd 
and frustrated. But the confidence which you have 
placed in me, imposes on me the necessity of committing 
to you a like trust. It rests with you, whether you will 
proceed with me to the secret rendezvous of the Douglas 
and his friends, which I may be blamed for making 
known, and there take your chance of the reception 
which you may encounter, since I cannot warrant you of 
anything save honourable treatment, so far as your person 
is concerned ; or if you should think this too hazardous, 
make the best of your way at once for the Border; in 
which last case J will proceed as far as I can with you 
tovrards the English line, and then leave you to pursue 
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your journey, and to obtain a guard and a conductor 
among your own countrymen. Meantime, it will be well 
for me if I escape being taken, since the abbot would 
not shrink at inflicting upon me the death due to an 
apostate nun.” 

‘‘Such cruelty, my sister, could hardly be inflicted 

upay,one who had never taken the religious vows, and 
who stil, according to the laws of the Church, had 
a right to make a choice between the world and the 
veil.” _ 
‘« Such choice as they gave their gallant victims,” said 
Lady Margaret, ‘‘who have fallen into English hands 
during these merciless wars,—such choice as they gave to 
Wallace, the Champicn of Scotland,—such as they gave 
to Hy, the gentle and the free,—to Summerville, the 
flower of chivalry,—and to Athol, the blood relation 
of King Edward himself—all of whom were as much 
traitors, under which name they were executed, as Mar- 
garet de Hautlieu is an apostate nun, and subject to the 
rule of the cloister.” 

She spoke with some eagerness, for she felt as if the 
English lady imputed to her more coldness than she 
was, in such doubtful circumstances, conscious of mani- 
festing. 

‘* And after all,” she proceeded, ‘‘ you, Lady Augusta 
de Berkely, what do you venture, if you run the risk of 
falling into the hands of your lover? What dreadful 
risk do you incur? You need not, methinks, fear being 
immured between four walls, with a basket of bread and 
a cruise of water, which, were I seized, would be the 
only support allowed to me for the short space that my 
life would be prolonged. Nay, even were you to be 
betrayed to the rebel Scots, as you call them, a captivity 
among the hills, sweetencd by the hope of deliverance, 
and rendered tolerable by all the alleviations which the 
circumstances of your captors allowed them the means 
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of supplying, were not, I think, a lot so very hard to 
endure.” 

‘* Nevertheless,” answered the Lady of Berkely, 
‘‘ frightful enough it must have appeared to me, since, 
to fly from such, I threw myself upon your guidance.” 

‘* And whatever you think or suspect,” answered the 
novice, ‘‘ I am as true to you as ever was one majgen to 
another ; and as sure as ever sister Ursula wae true to 
her vows, although they were never completed, so will I 
be faithful to your sccret, cven at the risawof betraying 
my own.” 

‘‘ Hearken, lady!” she said, suddenly pausing, ‘‘ do 
you hear that?”’ 

The sound to which she alluded was the same imitation 
of the cry of an owlet, which the lady had beforg heard 
under the walls of the convent, 

‘*These sounds,” said Margaret de Hautlieu, ‘‘an- 
nouncc that one is near, more able than I am to direct 
us in this matter. I must go forward and speak with 
him ; and this man, our guide, will remain by you for a 
little space ; nor, when he quits your bridle, need you 
wait for any other signal, but ride forward on the wood- 
land path, and obey the advice and directions which will 
be given you.” 

‘‘Stay! stay! sister Ursula!’ cried the Lady de 
Berkely—‘‘abandon me not in this moment of uncer- 
tainty and distress !”’ 

‘‘It must be, for the sake of both,”’ returned Margaret 
de Hautlieu. ‘‘I also am in uncertainty—I also am in 
distress—and patience and obedience arc the only virtues 
which can save us both.” 

So saying, she struck her horse with the riding rod, 
and moving briskly forward, disappeared among the 
boughs of a tangled thicket. The Lady of Berkely 
would have followed her companion, but the cavalier 
who attended them laid a strong hand upon the bridle 


376 


CASTLE DANGEROUS. 


of her palfrey, with a look which implied that he would 
not permit her to proceed in that direction. Terrified, 
therefore, though she could not exactly state a reason 
why, the Lady of Berkely remained with her eyes fixed 
upon the thicket, instinctively, as it were, expecting to 
see a band of English archers, or rugged Scottish insur- 
gents,jssue from its tangled skirts, and doubtful which 
she woulg have most considcred as the objects of her 
terror. In the distress of her uncertainty, she again 
attempted toegove forward, but the stern check which 
her attendant again bestowed upon her bridle, proved 
sufficiently that in restraining her wishes, the stranger 
was not likely to spare the strength which he certainly 
possessed. At length, after some ten minutes had 
elapsed gthe cavalier withdrew his hand from her bnidle, 
and pointing with his lance towards the thicket, through 
which there winded a nariow, scarce visible path, 
seemed to intimate to the lidy that her road lay m 
that direction, and that he would no longer prevent her 
following it. 

‘‘Do you not go with me?” said the lady, who, having 
been accustomed to this mans company since they left 
the convent, had by degrees come to look upon him asa 
sort of protector. He, however, gravely shook his head, 
as if to excuse complying with a request which it was not 
mm his power to grant, and turning his steed ina dif 
ferent direction, retired at a pace which soon carned 
him from her sight She had then no alternative but to 
take the path of the thicket, which had been followed 
by Margaret de Hautlheu, nor did she pursue it long 
before coming in sight of a singular spectacle 

The trees grew wider as the lady advanced, and when 
she entered the thicket, she perceived that, though 
hedged in as it were by an enclosure of copsewood, it 
was in the interior altogether occupied by a few of the 
magnificent trees, such as seemed to have been the 
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ancestors of the forest, and which, though few in number, 
were sufficient to overshade all the unoccupied ground, 
by the great extent of their complicated branches. Be- 
neath one of these lay stretched something of a grey 
colour, which, as it drew itself together, exhibited the 
figure of a man sheathed in armour, but strangely 
accoutred, and in a manner so bizarre, as to jadicate 
some of the wild fancies peculiar to the knigkts of that 
period. His armour was ingeniously painted, so as to 
represent a skeleton ; the ribs being cgewtituted by the 
corselet and its back-piece. ‘The shield represented an 
owl with its wings spread, a device which was repeated 
upon the helmet, which appeared to be completely 
covered by an image of the same bird of illomen. But 
that which was particularly calculated to excita surprise 
in the spectator, was the great height and thinness of 
the figure, which, as it arose from the ground, and 
placed itself in an erect posture, scemed rather to re- 
semble an apparition in the act of extricating itself from 
the grave, than that of an ordinary man rising upon his 
feet. The horse, too, upon which the lady rode, started 
back and snorted, either at the sudden change of posture 
of this ghastly specimen of chivalry, or disagreeably 
affected by somc odour which accompanied his pre- 
sence. The lady hersclf manifested some alarm, for 
although she did not utterly believe she was in the 
presence of a supernatural being, yct, among all the 
Strange half-frantic disguises of chivalry, this was as- 
suredly the most uncouth which she had ever seen ; and 
considering how often the knights of the period pushed 
their dreamy fancics to the borders of insanity, it seemed 
at best no very safe adventure to meet one accoutred in 
the emblems of the King of Terrors himself, alone, and 
in the midst of a wild forest. Le the knight's character 
and purposes what they might, she resolved, however, 
to accost him in the language and manner observed in 
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romances upon such occasions, in the hope even that if 
he were a madman he might prove a peaceable one and 
accessible to civility. 

‘Sir Knight,” she said, in as firm a tone as she could 
assume, ‘‘right sorry am I, if, by my hasty approach, I 
have disturbed your solitary meditations. My horse, 
scnsiffw I think of the presence of yours, brought me 
hither, wRhout my being aware whom or what I was to 
encounter.’ 

‘‘T am one, “answered the stranger, in a solemn tone, 
‘‘whom few men seek to meet, till the time comes that 
they can avoid me no longer.” 

‘‘You speak, Sir Knight,’ replied the Lady de Berkely, 
‘‘according to the dismal character of which it has pleased 
you to-@sume the distinction. May I appeal to one 
whose exterior is so formidable, for the purpose of re- 
questing some directions to guide me through this wild 
wood ; as, for instance, what is the name of the nearest 
castle, town, or hostelry, and by what course am I best 
likely to reach such ?” 

‘It is a singular audacity,” answered the Knight of 
the Tomb, ‘‘that would enter into conversation with 
him who is termed the Inexorable, the Unsparing, and 
the Pitiless, whom even the most miscrable forbears to 
call to his assistance, lest his prayers should be too soon 
answered.” 

‘‘Sir Knight,” replied the Lady Augusta, ‘‘ the cha- 
racter which you have assumed, unquestionably for 
good reasons, dictates to you a peculiar course of 
speech ; but although your part is a sad one, it does 
not, I should suppose, render it necessary for you to 
refuse those acts of civility to which you must have 
bound yourself in taking the high vows of chivalry.” 

“Tf you will trust to my guidance,” replied the ghastly 
figure, ‘‘ there is only one condition upon which I can 
grant you the information which you require; and that 
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is, that you follow my footsteps without any questions 
asked as to the tendency of our journey.” 

‘‘I suppose I must submit to your conditions," she 
answered, ‘‘if you are indeed pleased to take upon your- 
self the task of being my guide. In my heart I conceive 
you to be one of the unhappy gentlemen of Scotland, 
who are now in arms, as they say, for the deffnce of 
their liberties. A rash undertaking has bfought me 
within the sphere of your influence, and_now the only 
favour I have to request of you, againft whom I never 
did nor planned any evil, is the guidance which your 
knowledge of the country permits you easily to afford 
me in my way to the frontiers of England. Believe that 
what I may see of your haunts or of your practices, shall 
be to me things invisible, as if they were acti!ly con- 
cealed by the sepulchre itself, of the king of which it has 
pleased you to assume the attributes ; and if a sum of 
money, enough to be the ransom of a wealthy earl, will 
purchase such a favour at need, such a ransom will be 
frankly paid, and with as much fidelity as ever it was 
rendered by a prisoner to the knight by whom he was 
taken. Do not reject me, princely Bruce—noble Doug- 
las—if indeed it is to either of these that I address my- 
self in this my last extremity—men speak of both as 
fearful enemies, but generous knights and faithful 
friends. Let me entreat you to remember how much 
you would wish your own friends and connections to 
meet with compassion under similar circumstances, at 
the hands of the knights of England.” 

‘‘ And have they done so?”’ replied the Knight, ina 
voice more gloomy than before, ‘‘ or do you act wisely, 
while imploring the protection of onc whom you believe 
to be a true Scottish knight, for no other reason than the 
extreme and extravagant misery of his appearance ;—is 
it, I say, well or wise to remind him of the mode in 
which the lords of England have treated the lovely 
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maidens and the high-born dames of Scotland? Have 
not their prison cages been suspended from the battle- 
ments of castles, that their captivity might be kept in 
view of every base burgher, who should desire to look 
upon the miseries of the noblest peeresses, yea, even the 
Queen of Scotland? Is this a recollection which can 
inspire a Scottish knight with compassion towards an 
English” lady ? or is it a thought which can do aught 
but swell the deeply sworn hatred of Edward Plantage- 
net, the anny these evils, that boils in every drop of 
Scottish bloo nich still feels the throb of life? No ;— 
it is all you can expect, if, cold and pitiless as the 
sepulchre I represent, I leave you unassisted in the help- 
less condition in which you describe yourself to be.”’ 

** You will not be so inhuman,” replied the lady ; ‘‘ in 
doing sPyou must surrender every right to honest fame, 
which you have won cither by sword or lance. You 
must surrender every pretence to that justice which 
affects the merit of supporting the weak against the 
strong. You must make it your principle to avenge the 
wrongs and tyranny of Edward Plantagenet upon the 
dames and damosels of England, who have neither 
access to his councils, nor perhaps give him their ap- 
probation in his wars against Scotland.” 

‘It would not then,’ said the Knight of the Sepulchre, 
‘*induce you to depart from your request, should I tell 
you the evils to which you would subject yourself should 
we fall into the hands of the English troops, and should 
they find you under such ill-omened protection as my 
own?” 

‘‘Be assured,’ said the lady, ‘‘the consideration of 
such an event does not in the least shake my resolution, 
or desire of confiding in your protection. You may pro- 
bably know who I am, and may judge how far even 
Edward would hold himself entitled to extend punish- 
ment towards me.” 
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‘‘How am I to know you,” replied the ghastly cavalier, 
‘‘or your circumstances? ‘They must be extraordinary 
indeed, if they could form a check, either of justice or 
humanity, upon the revengeful feelings of Edward. All 
who know him are well assured that it is no ordinary 
motive that will induce him to depart from the indul- 
gence of his evil temper. But be it as it may, you, lady, 
if alady you be, throw yourself as a burden ypon me, 
and I must discharge myself of my trust as I best may ; 
for this purpose you must be guided igjplicitly by my 
directions, which will be given after the*tashion of those 
of the spiritual world, being intimations, rather than 
detailed instructions for your conduct, and cxpressed 
rather by commands, than by any reason or argument, 
In this way it is possible that I may be of service to 
you ; in any other case, it is most likely that Ray fail 
you at need, and melt from your side like a phantom 
which dreads the approach of day.” 

‘‘You cannot be so cruel!’’ answered the lady. ‘‘A 
gentleman, a knight, and a nobleman—and I persuade 
myself I speak to all—hath duties which he cannot 
abandon,” 

‘‘He has, I grant it, and they are most sacred to me,” 
answered the Spectral Knight ; ‘‘ but I have also duties 
whose obligations are doubly binding, and to which I 
must sacrifice those which would otherwise lead me to 
devote myself to your rescue. The only question is 
whether you feel inclined to accept my protection on 
the limited terms on which alone I can extend it, or 
whether you deem it better that each go their own way, 
and limit themselves to their own resources, and trust 
the rest to Providence?” 

‘* Alas!” replied the lady, ‘‘ beset and hard pressed 
as I am, to ask me to form a resolution for myself, is 
like calling on the wretch in the act of falling from a 
precipice, to form a calm judgment by what twig he 
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may best gain the chance of breaking his fall. His 
answer must necessarily be, that he will cling to that 
which he can easiest lay hold of, and trust the rest to 
Providence. I accept therefore your offcr of protection 
in the modified way you are pleased to limit it, and I 
put my faith in Heaven and in you. To aid me effectu- 
ally, Rowever, you ust know my name and my cir- 
cumstances.” 

‘* All these,”” answered the Knight of the Sepulchre, 
‘‘ have alread}keen told me by your late companion; 
for deem not, young lady, that either beauty, rank, ex- 
tended domains, unlimited wealth, or the highest accom- 
plishments, can weigh anything in the consideration of 
him who wears the trappings of the tomb, and whose 
affectiong and desires are long buried in the charnel- 
house.” 

‘* May your faith,” said the Lady Augusta de Berkely, 
‘*be as steady as your words appear severe, and I sub- 
mit to your guidance,.without the Ieast doubt or fear 
that it will prove otherwise than as I venture to hope.” 


CHAP. XV. 


IKE the dog following its master, when en- 
gaged in training him to the sport in which he 
desires he should excel, the Lady Augusta felt 
herself occasionally treated with a severity, calculated to 
impress upon her the most implicit obedience and atten- 
tion to the Knight of the Tomb, in whom she had 
speedily persuaded herself she saw a principal man 
among the retainers of Douglas, if not James of 
Douglas himself. Still, however, the idcas which the 
lady had formed of the redoubted Douglas, were those 
of a knight highly accomplished in the duties of chivalry, 
devoted in particular to the service of the fair sex, and 
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altogether unlike the personage with whom she found 
herself so strangely united, or rather for the present 
enthralled to. Nevertheless, when, as if to abridge 
farther communication, he turned short into one of the 
mazes of the wood, and seemed to adopt a pace, which, 
from the nature of the ground, the horse on which the 
Lady Augusta was mounted had difficulty to keep up 
with, she followed him with the alarm and spetd of the 
young spaniel, which, from fear rather than fondness, 
endeavours to keep up with the track of it#svere master. 
The simile, it is true, is not a very politeone, nor entirely 
becoming an age, when women were worshipped with a 
certain degree of devotion ; but such circumstances as 
the present were also rare, and the Lady Augusta de 
Berkely could not but persuade herself that th« terrible 
champion, whose name had been so long the theme of 
her anxiety, and the terror indeed of the whole country, 
might be able, some way or other, to accomplish her 
deliverance. She, therefore, exerted herself to the utmost, 
so as to keep pace with the phantom-like apparition, 
and followed the knight, as the evening shadow keeps 
watch upon the belatcd rustic. 

as the lady obviously suffered under the degree of 
exertion necessary to keep her palfrey from stumbling 
in these steep and broken paths, the Knight of the Tomb 
siackened his pace, looked anxiously around him, and 
muttered apparently to himself, though probably in- 
tended for his companion’s ear, ‘‘ There is no occasion 
for so much haste.” 

He proceeded at a slower rate, until they seemed to be 
on the brink of a ravine, being one of many irregularities 
on the surface of the ground, effected by the sudden 
torrents peculiar to that country, and which, winding 
among the trees and copse-weod, formed, as it were, a 
net of places of concealment, opening into each other, 
so that there was perhaps no place in the world so fit for 
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the purpose of ambuscade. The spot where the 
borderer Turnbull had made his escape at the hunt- 
ing match, was one specimen of this broken country, 
and perhaps connected itself with the various thickets 
and passes through which the knight and pilgrim 
occasionally seemed to take their way, though that 
raving was at a considerable distance from their present 
route. 4 

Meanwhile the knight led the way, as if rather with 
the purposeeaf bewildering the Lady Augusta amidst 
these interminaBle woods, than following any exact or 
fixed path. Here they ascended, and anon appeared to 
descend in the same direction, finding only boundless 
wildernesses, and varied combinations of tangled wood- 
land scgnery. ‘Such part of the country as seemed 
arable, the knight appeared carefully to avoid ; yet he 
could not direct his course with so much certainty but 
that he occasionally crossed the path of inhabitants and 
cultivators, who showed a consciousness of so singular a 
presence, but never, as the lady observed, evinced any 
symptoms of recognition. ‘The inference was obvious, 
that the spectre knight was known in the country, and 
that he possessed adherents or accomplices there, who 
were at least $0 far his friends, as to avoid giving any 
alarm, which might be the means of his discovery. The 
well-imitated cry of the night-owl, too frequent a guest 
in the wilderness that its call should be a subject of sur- 
prise, seemed to be a signal generally understood amonz 
them; for it was heard in different parts of the wood, 
and the Lady Augusta, experienced in such journeys by 
her former travels under the guidance of the minstrel 
Bertram, was led to observe, that on hearing such wild 
notes, her guide changed the direction of his course, 
and betook himself to paths which led through deeper 
wilds, and more impenetrable thickets. This happened 
so often, that a new alarm came upon the unfortunate 
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pilgrim, which suggested other motives of terror. "Was 
she not the confidant, and almost the tool, of some artful 
design, laid with a view to an extensive operation, which 
was destined to terminate, as the efforts of Douglas had 
before done, in the surprise of his hereditary castle, the 
massacre of the English garrison—and finally in the dis- 
honour and death of that Sir John de Walton, upon 
whose fate she had long believed, or taught herself to 
believe, that her own was dependent ? 

It no sooner flashed across the mind of the Lady 
Augusta that she was engaged in some.such conspiracy 
with a Scottish insurgent, than she shuddered at the 
consequences of the dark transactions in which she had 
now become involved, and which appeared to have a 
tendency so very different from what she had, at first 
apprehended. 

The hours of the morning of this remarkable day, 
being that of Palm Sunday, were thus drawn out in 
wandering from place to place; while the Lady de 
Berkely occasionally interposed by petitions for liberty, 
which she endeavoured to express in the most moving 
and pathetic manner, and by offers of wealth and trea- 
sures, to which no answer whatever was returned by her 
strange guide. 

At length, as if worn out by his captive’s importunity, 
the knight, coming close up to the bridle-rein of Lady 
Augusta, said in a solemn tone— 

‘‘T am, as you may well believe, none of those knights 
who roam through wood and wild, seeking adventures, by 
which I may obtain grace in the eyes of a fair lady: Yet 
will I to a certain degree grant the request which thou 
dost solicit so anxiously, and the arbitration of thy fate 
shall depend upon the pleasure of him to whose will thou 
hast expressed thyself ready to submit thine own. I will, 
on our arrival at the place of our destination, which is 
now at hand, write to Sir John de Walton, and send 
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my letter, together with thy fair self, by a special mes- 
senger. He will, no doubt, speedily attend our sum- 
mons, {and thou shalt thyself be satisfied, that even 
he who has as yet appeared deaf to entreaty, and in- 
sensible to earthly affections, has still some sympa- 
thy for beauty and for virtue. I will put the choice 
of Sdfety, and thy future happiness, into thine own 
hands, @hd those of the man whom thou hast chosen ; 
and thou mayst select which thou wilt betwixt those and 
misery.” \ 

While he thus spoke, one of those ravines or clefts in 
the earth seemed to yawn before them, and entering 
it at the upper end, the spectre knight, with an atten- 
tion which he had not yct shown, guided the lady's 
courser®by the rein down the broken and stcep path 
by which alone the bottom of the tangled dingle was 
accessible. 

When placed on firm ground after the dangers of a 
descent, in which her palfrey seemed to be sustained by 
the personal strength and address of the singular being 
who had hold of the bridle, the Jady looked with some 
astonishment at a place so well adapted for concealment 
as that which she had now reached. It appeared evi- 
dent that it was used for this purpose, for more than 
one stifled answer was given to a very low bugle-note 
emitted by the Knight of the Tomb; and when the same 
note was repeated, about half-a-score of armed men, 
some wearing the dress of soldiers, others those of shep- 
herds and agriculturists, showed themselves imperfectly, 
as if acknowledging the summons, 
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CHAP. XVI. 


Me AIL to you, my gallant friends!” said the 
: ; Knight of the Tomb to his companions, who 





men opera in the same perilous undertaking. ‘o The 
winter has passed over, the festival of Palm Syinday is 
come, and as surely as the ice and snow of this season 
shall not remain to chill the earth throughethe ensuing 
summer, so surely we, in a few hours, kvep our word to 
those southern braggarts, who think their language of 
boasting and malice has as much force over our Scottish 
bosoms, as the blast possesses over the autunin fruits; 
but it is not so. While we choose to remain caacealed, 
they may as vainly seek to descry us, as a housewife 
would search for the needle she has dropped among the 
withered folinge of yon gigantic oak. Yct a few hours 
and the lost necdle shall become the exterminating 
sword of the Genius of Scotland, avenging ten thousand 
injuries, and especially the life of the gallant Lord 
Douglas, cruelly done to death as an exile from his 
native country.” 

An exclamation between a yell and a groan burst from 
the assembled retainers of Douglas, upon being reminded 
of the recent death of their chieftain ; while they seemed 
at the same time sensible of the necessity of making little 
noise, Jest they should give the alarm to some of the 
numerous English parties which were then traversing 
different parts of the forest. The acclamation, so 
cautiously uttered, had scarce died away in silence, when 
the Knight of the ‘'omb, or, to call him by his proper 
name, Sir James Douglas, again addressed his handful 
of faithful followers. 

‘‘One effort, my friends, may yet be made to end our 
strife with the Southron without bloodshed. Fate has 
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within afew hours thrown into my power the young 
heiress of Berkely, for whose sake it is said Sir John de 
Walton keeps with such obstinacy the castle which is 
mine by inheritance. Is there one among you who dare 
go, as the honourable escort of Augusta de Berkely, 
bearing a letter, explaining the terms on which I am 
willifz to restore her to her lover, to freedom, and to her 
English Mrdships ?”’ 

‘¢ Tf there is none other,” said a tall man, dressed in 
the tattered ating of a woodsman, and being, in fact, no 
other than the very Michael Turnbull, who had already 
given so extraordinary a proof of his undaunted man- 
hood, ‘‘I will gladly be the person who will be the lady's 
henchman on this expedition.” 

‘‘Th@ art never wanting,” said the Douglas, ‘‘ where 
a manly deed is to be donc; but remember, this lady 
must pledge to us her word and oath that she will hold 
herself our faithful prisoner, rescue or no rescue ; that 
she will consider herself as pledged for the life, freedom, 
and fair usage of Michael Turnbull ; and that if Sir John 
de Walton refuse my terms, she must hold herself obliged 
to return with Turnbull to our presence, in order to be 
disposed of at our pleasure.” 

There was much in these conditions, which struck the 
Lady Augusta with natural doubt and horror ; never- 
theless, strange as it may seem, the declaration of the 
Douglas gave a species of decision to her situation, which 
might have otherwise been unattainable ; and from the 
high opinion which she entertained of the Douglas's 
chivalry, she could not bring herself to think, that any part 
which he might play in the approaching drama would be 
other than that which a perfect good knight would, under 
all circumstances, maintain towards his enemy. Even 
with respect to De Walton, she felt herself relieved of a 
painful difficulty. The idea of her being discovered by 
the knight himself, in a male disguise, had preyed upon 
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her spirits , and she felt as 1f guilty of a departure from 
the laws of womanhood, 1n having extended her favour 
towards him beyond maidenly limits , a step, too, which 
might tend to lessen her 1n the eyes of the lover for whom 
she had hazarded so much. 
The heart, she said, 1s lightly prized, 
That 1s but lightly won, e 
And long shall mourn the heartless many 
That leaves his love too soon 

On the other hand, to be brought hef6ére him as a 
prisoner, was indeed a circumstince equally perpleaing 
and unpleasing, but it was one which was beyond het 
control, and the Douglas ito whose hands she had 
fallen, appevred to her to represent the deity in the play, 
whose entrance was almost suthuent to bringtuts prr- 
plexities to a conclusion , she therefore not unwillingly 
submitted to take what oaths and promises were required 
by the party in whose hands she found herself, and 
accordingly engaged to be a true prisoner, whatever 
might occur Meantime she strictly obeyed the direc- 
tions of those who had her motions at command, de- 
voutly praying that circumstances, in themselves so 
adverse, might nevertheless work together for the safcty 
of her lover and her own freedom. 

A pause ensued, during which a slight repast was 
placed before the Lady Augusta, who was well-nigh 
exhausted with the fatigues of her journey 

Douglas and his partisins, meanwhile, whispered 
together, as 1f unwilling she should hear their conference , 
while, to purchase their good-will, 1f possible, she 
studiously avoided every appearance of listening. 

After some conversation, Turnbull, who appeared to 
consider the lady as peculiarly his charge, said to her ina 
harsh voice, ‘‘ Do not fear, lady , no wrong shall be done 
you , nevertheless, you must be content for a space to be 
blindfolded 
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She submitted to this in silent terror ; and the trooper, 
wrapping part of a mantle round her head, did not assist 
her to remount her palfrey, but lent her his arm to sup- 
port her in this blinded state. 


CHAP. XVII. 


a=] HIE ground which they traversed was, as Lady 
a hei Aughs.y could feel, very broken and uneven, and 
ee wesi sometimes, as she thought, encumbered with 
ruins, which were difficult to surmount. The strength 
of her comrade assisted her forward on such occasions ; 
but his help was so roughly administcred, that the lady 
once oWtwice, in fear or suffering, was compelled to 
groan or sigh heavily, whatever was her desire to sup- 
press such evidence of the apprehension which she under- 
went, or the pain which she endured. Presently, upon 
an occasion of this kind, she was distinctly sensible that 
the rough woodsman was removed from her side, and 
another of the party substituted in his stead, whose voice, 
more gentle than that of his companions, she thought 
she had lately heard. 

‘« Noble lady,” were the words, ‘‘ fear not the slightest 
injury at our hands, and accept of my ministry instead 
of that of my henchman, who has gone forward with our 
letter ; do not think me presuming on my situation if I 
bear you in my arms through ruins where you could not 
easily move alone and blindfold.” 

At the same time the Lady Augusta Berkely felt her- 
self raised from the earth in the strong arms of a man, 
and borne onward with the utmost gentleness, without 
the necessity of making those painful exertions which 
had been formerly required. She was ashamed of her 
situation ; but, however delicate, it was no time to give 
vent to complaints, which might have given offence to 
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persons whom it was her interest to conciliate. She, 
therefore, submitted to necessity, and heard the follow- 
ing words whispered in her ear. 

‘‘Fear nothing; there is no evil intended you; nor 
shall Sir John de Walton, if he loves you as you deserve 
at his hand, receive any harm on our part. We callon 
him but to do justice to ourselves and to you; arfd be 
assured you will best accomplish your own happiness by 
aiding our views, which are equally in oe of your 
wishes and your freedom.” 

The Lady Augusta would have made’ some answer to 
this, but her breath, betwixt fear and the speed with 
which she was transported, refused to permit her to use 
intelligible accents. Meantime she began to be sensible 
that she was enclosed within some building, and fobably 
a ruinous one—for although the mode of her transporta- 
tion no longer permitted her to ascertain the nature of 
her path in any respect distinctly, yet the absence of the 
external air—which was, however, sometimes excluded, 
and sometimes admitted in furious gusts—intimated that 
she was:conducted through buildings partly entire, and 
in other places admitting the wind through wide rents 
and gaps. In one place it seemed to the lady asif she 
passed through a considerable body of people, all of 
whom observed silence, although there was sometimes 
heard among them a murmur, to which every one pre- 
sent in some degree contributed, although the general 
sound did not exceed a whisper. Her situation made 
her attend to every circumstance, and she did not fail 
to observe that these persons made way for him who 
bore her until at length she became sensible that he 
descended by the regular steps of a stair, and that she 
was now alone excepting his company. Arrived, as it 
appeared to the lady, on more level ground, they pro- 
ceeded on their singular road by a course which ap- 
peared neither direct nor easy, and through an atmos- 
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phere which was close to a smothering degree, and felt 
at the same time damp and disagreeable, as if from the 
vapours of a new-made grave. Her guide again spoke. 

‘‘Bear up, Lady Augusta, for a little longer, and 
continue to endure that atmosphere which must be one 
day common to us all. By the necessity of my situation, 
I mfst resign my present office to your original guide, 
and can®nly give you my assurance, that neithcr he, nor 
any one else, shall offer you the least incivility or insult 
—and on tfis you may rely, on the faith of a man of 
honour.” 

He placed her, as he said these words, upon the soft 
turf, and, to her infinite refreshment, made her sensible 
that she was once more in the open air, and free from 
the sm€hering atmosphere which had before oppressed 
her like that of a charnel-house. At the samc time, she 
breathed in a whisper an anxious wish that she might be 
permitted to disencumber herself from the folds of the 
mantle which excluded almost the power of breathing, 
though intended only to prevent her seeing by what road 
she travelled. She immediately found it unfolded, agree- 
ably to her request, and hastened, with uncovered eyes, 
to take note of the scene around her. 

It was overshadowed by thick oak-trees, among which 
stood some remnants of buildings, or what might have 
seemed such, being perhaps the same in which she had 
been lately wandering. A clear fountain of living water 
bubbled forth from under the twisted roots of one of 
those trees, and offered the lady the opportunity of a 
draught of the pure element, and in which she also 
bathed her face, which had received more than one 
scratch in the course of her journey, in spite of the care 
and almost the tenderness, with which she had latterly 
been borne along. ‘The cool water speedily stopped the 
bleeding of those trifling injuries, and the application 
served at the same time to recall the scattered senses of 
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the damsel herself. Her first idea was, whether an 
attempt to escape, if such should appear possible, was 
not advisable. A moment's reflection, however, satisfied 
her that such a scheme was not to be thought of; and 
such second thoughts were confirmed by the approach 
of the gigantic form of the huntsman Turnbull, the rough 
tones of whose voice were heard before his figure” was 
obvious to her eye. 

‘* Were you impatient for my return, fair lady ? Such 
as I,” he continued in an ironical tone ¢f voice, ‘who 
are foremost in the chase of wild stags and silvan cattle, 
are not in use to lag behind, when fair ladies, lke you, 
are the objects of pursuit , and if I am not so constant 
in my attendance as you might eapect, believe me, it 1s 
because I was engaged in another matter, tothich I 
must sacrifice for a little even the duty of attending 
on you ' 

‘‘I offer no resistance,” said the lady; ‘‘ forbear, 
however, in discharging thy duty, to augment my un- 
easiness by thy conversation, for thy master hath pledged 
me his word that he will not suffer me to be alarmed or 
ill treated.” 

‘‘Nay, fair one,” replied the huntsman, ‘‘I ever 
thought it was fit to make interest by soft words with 
fair ladies ; but if you hike 1t not, I have no such plea- 
sure in hunting for fine holiday terms, but that I can 
with equal ease hold myself silent. Come, then, since 
we must wait upon this lover of yours ere morning 
closes, and learn his last resolution touching a matter 
which is become so strangely complicated, I will hold no 
more intercourse with you as a female, but talk to you as 
a person of sense, although an Englishwoman " 

** You will,” replied the lady, ‘‘ best fulfil the inten- 
tions of those by whose orders you act, by holding no 
society with me whatever, otherwise than 1s necessary in 
the character of guide.” 
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The man lowered his brows, yet seemed to assent to 
what the Lady of Berkely proposed, and remained silent 
as they for some time pursued their course, each pon- 
dering over their own share of meditation, which pro- 
bably turned upon matters essentially different. At 
length the loud blast of a bugle was heard at no great 
distance from the unsocial fellow-travellers, ‘‘ That is 
the persen we seek,” said Turnbull ; ‘‘ I know his blast 
from any other who frequents this forest, and my orders 
are to bring*yqy to speech of him.” 

The blood datted rapidly through the lady’s veins at 
the thought of being thus unceremoniously presented to 
the knight, in whose favour she had confessed a rash 
preference more agreeable to the manners of those times, 
when maggerated sentiments often inspired actions of 
extravagant generosity, than in our days, when every- 
thing is accounted absurd which does not turn upon a 
motive connected with the immediate selfish interests of 
the actor himself. When Turnbull, therefore, winded 
his horn, as if in answer to the blast which they had 
heard, the lady was disposed to fly at the first impulse 
of shame and of fear. Turnbull perceived her inten- 
tion, and caught hold of her with no very gentle grasp, 
saying—‘' Nay, lady, it is to be understood that you 
play your own part in the drama, which, unless you con- 
tinue on the stage, will conclude unsatisfactorily to us all, 
in a combat at outrance between your lover and me, when 
it will appear which of us is most worthy of your favour.”’ 

‘T will be patient,” said the lady, bethinking her that 
even this strange man’s presence, and the compulsion 
which he appeared to use towards her, was a sort of 
excuse to her female scruples, for coming into the pre- 
sence of her lover, at least at her first appearance before 
him, in a disguise which her feclings confessed was not 
extremely decorous, or reconcilable to the dignity of 
her sex. 
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The moment after these thoughts had passed through 
her mind, the tramp of a horse was heard approaching ; 
and Sir John de Walton, pressing through the trecs, 
became aware of the presence of his lady, captive as it 
seemed, in the grasp of a Scottish outlaw, who was only 
known to him by his former audacity at the hunting- 
match. . 

His surprise and joy only supplied the knight with 
those hasty expressions—‘‘ Caitiff, let go thy hold ! or 
die in thy profane attempt to control the mdiions of one 
whom the very sun in heaven should be proud to obey.” 
At the same time, apprehensive that the huntsman might 
hurry the lady from his sight by means of some entangled 
path—such as upon a former occasion had served him 
for escape—Sir John de Walton dropped his ctymbrous 
lance, of which the trees did not permit him the perfect 
use, and springing from his horse, approached ‘Turnbull 
with his drawn sword. 

The Scotchman, keeping his Icft hand still upon the 
lady’s mantle, uplifted with his right his battle-axe, or 
Jedwood staff, for the purpose of parrying and returning 
the blow of his antagonist, but the lady spoke. 

‘‘Sir John de Walton,” she said, ‘‘ for Heaven's sake, 
forbcar all violence, till you hear upon what pacific object 
Iam brought hither, and by what peaceful means these 
wars may be put anendto. This man, thoughan enemy 
of yours, has been to me a civil and respectful guardian ; 
and 1 entreat you to forbear him while he speaks the 
purpose for which he has brought me hither.”’ 

‘*To speak of compulsion and the Lady de Berkely in 
the same breath, would itself be cause enough for instant 
death,” said the Governor of Douglas Castle; ‘‘ but 
you command, lady, and I spare his insignificant life, 
although I have causes of complaint against him, the 
least of which were good warrant, had he a thousand 
lives, for the forfeiture of them all.” 
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‘* John de Walton,” replied Turnbull, ‘‘ this lady welt 
knows that no fear of thee operates in my mind to render 
this a peaceful meeting ; and were I not withheld by other 
circumstances of great consideration to the Douglas as 
well as thyself, I should have no more fear in facing the 
utmost thou couldst do, than I have now in levelling that 
sapling to the earth it grows upon.” 

So saying, Michael Turnbull raised his battle-axe, and 
struck from a neighbouring oak-tree a branch, well-nigh 
as thick as a®mqn’s arm, which (with all its twigs and 
leaves) rushed a the ground between De Walton and 
the Scotchman, giving a singular instance of the keen- 
ness of his weapon, and the strength and dexterity with 
which he used it. 

‘* Letghere be truce, then, between us, good fellow,” 
said Sir John de Walton, ‘‘sincc it is the lady’s pleasure 
that such should be the case, and Ict me know what thou 
hast to say to me respecting her.” 

‘‘On that subject,” said Turnbull, ‘‘my words are 
few, but mark them, Sir Englishman. The Lady 
Augusta Berkely, wandering in this country, has be- 
come a prisoner of the noble Lord Douglas, the 
rightful inheritor of the Castle and lordship, and he 
finds himself obliged to attach to the liberty of this lady 
the following conditions, being in all respects such as 
good and lawful warfare entitles a knight to exact. 
That is to say, in all honour and safety the Lady 
Augusta shall be delivered to Sir John de Walton, or 
those whom he shall name for the purpose of receiving 
her. On the other hand, the Castle of Douglas itself, 
together with all out-posts or garrisons thereunto be- 
longing, shall be made over and surrendered by Sir John 
de Walton, in the same situation, and containing the 
same provisions and artillery, as are now within ‘their 
walls ; and the space of a month of truce shall be per- 
mitted to Sir James Douglas and Sir John de Walton 
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farther to regulate the terms of surrender on both parts, 
having first plighted their knightly word and oath, that 
in the exchange of the honourable lady for the foresaid 
castle, lies the full import of the present agreement, and 
that every other subject of dispute shall, at the pleasure 
of the noble knights foresaid, be honourably compounded 
and agreed betwixt them ; or, at their pleasure, settled 
knightly by single combat according to usage, and in a 
fair field, before any honourable person that may possess 
power enough to preside." ae 

It is not easy to conceive the astonishfhent of Sir John 
de Walton at hearing the contents of this extraprdinary 
cartel ; he looked towards the Lady of Berkely with that 
aspect of despair with which a criminal may be supposed 
to see his guardian angel prepare for d@aarture. 
Through her mind also similar ideas flowed, as if they 
contained a concession of what she had considered as 
the summit of her wishes, but under conditions dis- 
graceful to her lover, like the cherub'’s fiery sword of 
yore, which was a barrier between our first parents and 
the blessings of Paradise. Sir John de Walton, after a 
moment's hesitation, broke silence in these words :— 

‘* Noble lady, you may be surprised if a condition be 
imposed upon me, having for its object your freedom ; 
and if Sir John de Walton, already standing under 
those obligations to you, which he is proud of ac- 
knowledging, should yet hesitate on accepting, with the 
utmost eagerness, what must ensure your restoration 
to freedom and independence; but so it is, that the 
words now spoken have thrilled in mine ear without 
reaching to my understanding, and I must pray the 
Lady of Berkely for pardon if I take time to reconsider 
them for a short space.” 

‘And I,” replicd Turnbull, ‘‘have only power to 
allow you half-an-hour for the consideration of an offer, 
in accepting which, methinks, you should jump shoulder- 
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height instead of asking any time for reflection, What 
does this cartel exact, save what your duty as a knight 
implicitly obliges you to? You have engaged yourself 
to become the agent of the tyrant Edward, in holding 
Douglas Castle, as his commander, to the prejudice of 
the Scottish nation, and of the Knight of Douglas- 
dale, who never, as a community or as an individual, 
were guilty of the least injury towards you; you are 
therefore prosecuting a false path, unworthy of a good 
knight. Om the other hand, the freedom and safety of 
your lady are nw proposed to be pledged to you, with 
a full assurance of her liberty and honour, on consi- 
deration of your withdrawing from the unjust line of 
conduct, in which you have suffered yourself to be im- 
prudently engaged. If you persevere in it, you place 
you own honour, and the lady's happiness, in the hands 
of men whom you have done everything in your power to 
render desperate, and whom, thus irritated, it is most 
probable you may find such.” 

‘‘It is not from thee at least,’ said the knight, ‘‘ that I 
shall learn to estimate the manner in which Douglas will 
explain the laws of war, or De Walton receive them at 
his dictating.” 

‘‘l am not, then,” said Turnbull, ‘‘ received as a 
friendly messenger? Farewell, and think of this lady as 
being in any hands but those which are safe, while 
you make up at leisure your mind upon the message I 
have brought you. Come, madam, we must be gone.” 

So saying, he seized upon the lady’s hand, and 
pulled her, as if to force her to withdraw. The lady 
had stood motionless, and almost senscless, while these 
speeches were exchanged between the warriors; but 
when she felt the grasp of Michael Turnbull, she ex- 
claimed, like one almost beside herself with fear— ‘‘ Help 
me, De Walton!” 

The knight, stung to instant rage, assaulted the 
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forester with the utmost fury, and dealt him with his 
long sword, almost at unawares, two or three heavy 
blows, by which he was so wounded that he sunk back- 
wards in the thicket, and De Walton was about to de- 
spatch him, when he was prevented by the anxious cry 
of the lady—*‘ Alas! De Walton, what have you done ? 
This man was only an ambassador, and should }ave 
passed free from injury, while he confined himself to the 
delivery of what he was charged with; and if thou hast 
slain him, who knows how frightful may prove the ven- 
geance exacted !’ L 

The voice of the lady seemed to recover the huntsman 
from the effects of the blows he had received : he sprung 
on his feet, saying—‘‘ Never mind me, nor think of my 
becoming the means of making mischief. Tha, knight, 
in his haste, spoke without giving me warning and de- 
fiance, which gave him an advantage which, I think, he 
would otherwise have scorned to have taken in such a 
cuse. I will renew the combat on fairer terms, or call 
another champion, as the knight pleases.” With these 
words he disappeared. 

‘‘Fear not, empress of De Walton's thoughts,” an- 
swered the knight, ‘‘but believe, that if we regain to- 
gether the shelter of Douglas Castle, and the safeguard 
of Saint George’s Cross, thou mayst laugh at all. And 
if you can but pardon, what I shall never be able to for- 
give myself, the mole-like blindness which did not 
recognise the sun while under a temporary eclipse, the 
task cannot be named too hard for mortal valour to 
achieve, which I shall not willingly undertake, to wipe 
out the memory of my grievous fault.” 

‘‘Mention it no more,” said the lady; ‘‘it is not at 
such a time as this, when our lives are for the moment 
at stake, that quarrels upon slighter topics are to be re- 
curred to. I can tell you, if you do not yet know, that 
the Scots are in arms in this vicinity, and that even the 
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earth has yawned to conceal them from the sight of your 
garrison.” 

‘¢ Let it yawn, then,” said Sir John de Walton, “ and 
suffer every fiend in the infernal abyss to escape from 
his prison-house and reinforce our enemies—still, fairest, 
having received in thee a pearl of matchless price, my 
spurg shall be hacked from my heels by the basest 
scullion, if I turn my horse’s head to the rear before the 
utmost force these ruffians can assemble, either upon 
earth or from underneath it. In thy name I defy them 
all to instant cofpbat.” 

As Sir John de Walton pronounced these last words 
in something of an exalted tone, a tall cavalier, arrayed 
in black armour of the simplest form, stepped forth from 
that Pay of the thicket where Turnbull had disappeared. . 
“‘T am,’ he said, ‘‘ James of Douglas, and your challenge 
is accepted. I, the challenged, name the arms our 
knightly weapons as we now wear them, and our place 
of combat this field or dingle, called the Bloody Sykes, 
the time being instant, and the combatants, like true 
knights, foregoing each advantage on either side.” 

**So be it, in God's name,” said the English knight, 
who, though surprised at being called upan to so sudden 
an encounter with so formidable a warrior as young 
Douglas, was too proud to dream of avoiding the com- 
bat. Making a sign to the lady to retire behind him, 
that he might not lose the advantage which he had 
gained by setting her at liberty from the forester, he 
drew his sword, and with a deliberate and prepared 
attitude of offence, moved slowly to the encounter. It 
was a dreadful one, for the courage and skill both of the 
native Lord of Douglasdale, and of De Walton, were 
among the most renowned of the times, and perhaps 
the world of chivalry could hardly have produced two 
knights more famous. Their blows fell as if urged by 
some mighty engine, where they were met and parried 
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with equal strength and dexterity ; nor seemed it likely,: 
in the course of ten minutes’ encounter, that an advan- 
tage would be gained by either combatant over the 
other. An instant they stopped by mutually implied 
assent, as it seemed, for the purpose of taking breath, 
during which Douglas said, ‘‘ I beg that this noble lady 
may understand, that her own freedom is no way gon- 
cerned in the present contest, which entirely regards the 
‘injustice done by this Sir John de Walton, and by his 
nation of England, to the memory of my fether, and to 
my own natural rights.”’ 

‘*You are generous, Sir Knight,” replied the lady ; 
‘‘but in what circumstances do you place me, if you 
deprive me of my protector by death or puabeL and 
leave me alone in a foreign land?” 

‘If such should be the event of the combat,’ * replied 
Sir James, ‘‘the Douglas himself, lady, will safely restore 
thee to thy native land ; for never did his sword do an 
injury for which he was not willing to make amends with 
the same weapon ; and if Sir John de Walton will make 
the slightest admission that he renounces maintaining 
the present strife, were it only by yielding up a feather 
from the plume of his helmet, Douglas will renounce 
every purpose on his part which can touch the lady’s 
honour or safety, and the combat may be suspended 
until the national quarrel again brings us together.”’ 

Sir John de Walton pondered a moment, and the 
lady, although she did not speak, looked at him with 
eyes which plainly expressed how much she wished that 
he would choose the less hazardous alternative. But the 
knight’s own scruples prevented his bringing the case to 
so favourable an arbitrament. 

“Never shall it be said of Sir John de Walton,” he 
replied, ‘‘that he compromised, in the slightest degree, 
his own honour, or that of his country. This battle 
may end in my defeat, or rather death, and in that case 


402 


CASTLE . ‘DANGEROUS. 

my eatthly prospects are closed, and I resign to Douglas 
with ‘my last breath, the charge of the Lady Augusta, 
trusting that he will defend her with his life, and find 
the means of replacing her with safety in the halls of her 
fathers. But while I survive, she may have a better, 
but will not need another protector than he who is 
hogoured by being her own choice; nor will I yield up, 
were it g plume from my helmet, implying that I have 
maintained an unjust quarrel, either in the cause of 
England, or of the fairest of her daughters. Thus far 
alone I will cokcede to Douglas—an instant truce, pro- 
vided the lady shall not be interrupted in her retreat to 
England, and the combat be fought out upon another 
day. The castle and territory of Douglas are the pro- 
perty g§ Edward of England, the governor in his name 
is the rightful governor, and on this point I will fight 
while my eyelids are unclosed.” 

‘‘ Time flies,"’ said Douglas, ‘‘ without waiting for our 
resolves ; nor is there any part of his motions of such 
value as that which is passing with every breath of vital 
air which we presently draw. Why should we adjourn 
till to-morrow that which can be as well finished to-day ? 
Will our swords be sharper, or our arms stronger to 
wield them, than they are at this moment? Douglas 
will do all which knight can do to succour a lady'in 
distress ; but he will not grant to her knight the slightest 
mark of deference, which Sir John de Walton vainly 
supposes himself able to extort by force of arms.” 

With these words, the knights engaged once more in 
mortal combat, and the lady felt uncertain whether she 
Should attempt her escape through the devious paths of 
the wood, or abide the issue of this obstinate fight. It 
was rather her desire to see the fate of Sir John de 
Walton, than any other consideration, which induced 
her to remain, as if fascinated, upon the spot, where one 
of the fiercest quarrels ever fought was disputed by two 
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of the bravest champions that ever drew sword. At last 
the lady attempted to put a stop to the combat, by 
appealing to the bells which began to ring for the service 
of the day, which was Palm Sunday. 

‘‘ For Heaven's sake,” she said—'‘ for your own sakes, 
and for that of lady's love, and the duties of chivalry, 
hold your hands only for an hour, and take chance, that 
where strength is so equal, means will be found of 
converting the truce into a solid peace. Think this is 
Palm Sunday, and will you defile with bleod such a 
peculiar festival of Christianity? Intern/.t your feud at 
least so far as to pass to the nearest church, bearing 
with you branches, not in the ostentatious mode of 
earthly conquerors, but as rendering due homage to the 
rules of the blessed Church, and the institutions of our 
holy religion.” 

‘‘T was on my road, fair lady, for that purpose, to the 
holy church of Douglas,’’ said the Englishman, ‘‘ when 
I was so fortunate as to meet you at this place; nor do 
I object to proceed thither even now, holding truce for 
an hour, and I fear not to find there friends to whom I 
can commit you with assurance of safety, in case J am 
unfortunate in the combat which is now broken off, to 
be resumed after the service of the day.” 

‘*T also assent,’’ said the Douglas, ‘‘to a truce for 
such short space ; nor do I fear that there may be good 
Christians enough at the church, who will not see their 
master overpowered by odds. Let us go thither, and 
each take the chance of what Heaven shall please to 
send us.” 

From these words Sir John de Walton little doubted 
that Douglas had assured himself of a party among 
those who should there assemble ; but he doubted not 
of so many of the garrison being present as would bridle 
every attempt at rising ; and the risk, he thought, was 
worth incurring, since he should thereby secure an 
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opportunity to place Lady Augusta de Berkely in safety, 
at least so far as to make her liberty depend on the 
event of a general conflict, instead of the precarious 
issue of a combat between himself and Douglas. 

Both these distinguished knights were inwardly of 
opinion, that the proposal of the lady, though it re- 
lievéd them from their present conflict, by no means 
bound t&em to abstain from the consequences which an 
accession of force might add to their general strength, 
and each relic? upon his superiority, in some degree 
provided for by’their previous proceedings. Sir John de 
Walton made almost certain of meeting with several of 
his bands of soldiers, who were scouring the country 
and traversing the woods by his direction ; and Douglas, 
it may 8e supposed, had not ventured himself in person, 
where a price was set upon his head, without being 
attended by a sufficient number of approved adherents, 
placed in more or less connection with each other, and 
Stationed for mutual support. Each, therefore, enter- 
tained well-grounded hopes, that by adopting the truce 
proposed, he would ensure himself an advantage over 
his antagonist, although neither exactly knew in what 
manner or to what’ extent this success was to be ob- 
tained. 


CHAP. XVIII. 


His talk was of another worla—his bodiments 

Strange, doubtful, and mysterious , those who heard him 
Listen'd as to a man in feverish dreams, 

Who speaks of other objects than the present, 

And mutters like to him who sees a vision.—O.Lv Pray. 


Mm N the same Palm Sunday, when De Walton 

and Douglas measured together their mighty 

swords, the minstrel Bertram was busied with 

the ancient Book of Prophecies, which we have already 
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mentioned as the supposed composition of Thomas the 
‘Rhymer, but not without many anxieties as to the fate 
of his lady, and the events which were passing around 
him. As a minstrel he was desirous of an auditor to 
enter into the discoveries which he should make in that 
mystic volume, as well as to assist in passing away the 
‘time ; Sir John de Walton had furnished him, in Gifvert 
Greenleaf the archer, with one who was well contented 
to play the listencr ‘‘ from morn to dewy eve,” provided 
a flask of Gascon wine, or a stoup of ggod ‘English ale, 
remained on the board. It may be remembered that 
De Walton, when he dismissed the minstrel from the 
dungeon, was sensible that he owed him some compen- 
sation for the causeless suspicion which had dictated his 
imprisonment, more particularly as he was #° valued 
servant, and had shown himself the faithful confidant 
of the Lady Augusta de Berkely, and the person who 
was moreover likely to know all the motives and circum- 
stances of her Scottish journey. To secure his good 
wishes was, therefore, politic ; and De Walton had in- 
timated to his faithful archer that he was to lay aside 
all suspicion of Bertram, but at the same time keep him 
in sight, and, if possible, in good humour with the 
governor of the castle, and his adherents. Greenleaf 
accordingly had no doubt in his own mind, that the 
only way to please a minstrel was to listen with patience 
and commendation to the lays which he liked best to 
sing, or the tales which he most loved to tell; and in 
order to ensure the execution of his master’s commands, 
he judged it neccessary to demand of the butler such 
store of good liquor as could not fail to enhance the 
pleasure of his society. 

Having thus fortified himself with the means of bearing 
a long interview with the minstrel, Gilbert Greenleaf 
proposed to confer upon him the bounty of an early 
breakfast, which, if it pleased him, they might wash 
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down with a cup of sack, and, having his master’s com- 
mands to show the minstrel anything about the castle 
which he might wish to see, refresh their over-wearied 
spirits by attending a part of the garrison of Douglas 
to the service of the day, which, as we have already 
seen, was of peculiar sanctity. Against such a proposal 
the*minstrel, a good Christian by profession, and, by 
his conmection with the joyous science, a goad fellow, 
having no objections to offer, the two comrades, who 
had formerfy little good-will towards each other, com- 
menced their m®rning’s repast on that fated Palm Sun- 
day, with all manner of cordiality and good fellowship. 

‘‘Do not believe, worthy minstrel,’’ said the archer, 
‘‘that my master in any respect disparages your worth 
or ranl@in referring you for company or conversation to 
so poor a man as myself. It is true Iam no officer of 
this garrison ; yet for an old archer, who, for these thirty 
years, has lived by bow and bowstring, I do not {Our 
Lady make me‘thankful !) hold less share in the grace 
of Sir John de Walton, the Earl of Pembroke, and 
other approved good soldicrs, than many of those giddy 
young men on whom commissions are conferred, and to 
whom confidences are intrusted, not on account of what 
they have done, but what their ancestors have done 
before them. I pray you to notice among them one 
youth placed at our head in De Walton’s absence, and 
who bears the honoured name of Aymer de Valence, 
being the same with that of the Earl of Pembroke, of 
whom I have spoken; this knight has also a brisk young 
page, whom men call Fabian Harbothel.” 

‘Ts it to these gentlemen that your censure applies?” 
answered the minstrel; ‘‘I should haye judged dif- 
ferently, having never, in the course of my experience, 
seen a young man more courteous and amiable than the 
young knight you named.” 

‘f I nothing dispute that it may be so,” said the archer, 
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hastening to amend the false step which he had made; 
‘but in order that it should be so, it will be necessary 
that he conform to the usages of his uncle, taking the 
advice of experienced old soldiers in the emergencies 
which may present themselves ; and not believing, that 
the knowledge which it takes many years of observation 
to acquire, can be at once conferred by the slap of the 
flat of a sword, and the magic words, ‘ Rig: up, Sir 
Arthur '—or however the case may be.” 

‘Doubt not, Sir Archer,” replied ram, ‘‘that I 
am fully aware of the advantage to be dtrived from con- 
versing with men of experience, like you: it benefiteth 
men of every persuasion, and I myself am oft reduced 
to lament my want of sufficient knowledge of armorial 
bearings, signs, and cognisances, and would rérht fain 
have thy assistance, where I am a stranger alike to the 
names of places, of persons, and description of banners 
and emblems by which great families are distinguished 
from each other, so absolutely necessary to the accom- 
plishment of my present task,”’ 

‘*Pennons and banners,” answered the archer, ‘‘I 
have seen right many and can assign, as is a soldier's 
wont, the name of the leader to the emblem under which 
he musters his followers ; nevertheless, worthy minstrel, 
IT cannot presume to understand what you call prophecies, 
with or under warranted authority of old painted books, 
expositions of dreams, oracles, revelations, invocations 
of damned spirits, judicials, astrologicals, and other 
gross and palpable offences, whereby men, pretending 
to have the assistance of the devil, do impose upon the 
common people, in spite of the warnings of the Privy 
Council ; not, however, that I suspect you, worthy min- 
strel, of busying yourself with these attempts to explain 
futurity, which are dangerous attempts, and may be 
truly said to be penal, and part of treason.” 

‘‘There is something in what you say,” replied the 
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minstrel ; ‘‘yet it applieth not to books and manuscripts 
such as I have been consulting; part of which things 
therein writtten having already come to pass, authorise 
us surely to expect the completion of the rest ; nor would 
I have much difficulty in showing you from this volume, 
that enough has been already proved true, to entitle us 
to book with certainty to the accomplishment of that 
which regains.’ 

‘*T should be glad to hear that,” answered the archer, 
who entert&ined little more than a soldier’s belief re- 
specting prophecies and auguries, but yet cared not 
bluntly to contradict the minstrel upon such subjects, 
as he had been instructed by Sir John de Walton to 
comply with his humour. Accordingly the minstrel 
began & recite verses, which, in our time, the ablest 
interpreter could not make sense out of. 


When the cock crows, keep well his comb, 
For the fox and the fulmart they are false both. 
When the raven and the rook have rounded together, 
And the kid in his cliff shall accord to the same, 
Then shall they be bold, and soon to battle thereafter. 
Then the birds of the raven rugs and reives, 
And the leal men of Lothian are louping on their horse ; 
Then shall the poor people be spoiled full near, 
And the Abbeys be burnt truly that stand upon Tweed ; 
They shall burn and slay, and great reif make; 
There shall no poor man who say whose man he is : 
Then shall the land be lawless, for love there is none. 
Then falset shall have foot fully five years : 
Then truth surely shall be tint, and none shall lippen to other; 
The one cousing shall not trust the other, 
Not the son the father, nor the father the son: 
For to have his goods he would have him hanged. 

Etc. etc. etc. 


The archer listened to these mystic prognostications, 
which were not the less wearisome that they were, in a 
considerable degree, unintelligible; at the same time 
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subduing his Hotspurlike disposition to tire of the recf- 
tation, yet at brief intervals comforting himself with an 
application to the wine flagon, and enduring as he might 
what he neither understood nor took interest in. Mean- 
while the minstrel proceeded with his explanation of the 
dubious and imperfect vaticinations of which we have 
given a sufficient specimen. : 

‘Could you wish,” said he to Greenleaf, “‘a more 
exact description of the miscries which have passed over 
Scotland in these latter days? ear not these the 
raven and rook, the fox and the fulfhart, explained ; 
either because the nature of the birds or beasts bears an 
individual resemblance to those of the knights who dis- 
play them on their banners, or otherwise are bodied 
forth by actual blazonry on their shields, afl come 
openly into the field to ravage and destroy? Is not the 
total disunion of the land plainly indicated by these 
words, that connections of blood shall be broken asunder, 
that kinsmen shall not trust each other, and that the 
father and son, instead of putting faith in their natural 
connection, shall seek each other's life, in order to enjoy 
his inheritance? The deal men of Lothian are distinctly 
mentioned as taking arms, and thtre is plainly allusion 
to the other events of these late Scottish troubles. The 
death of this last William is obscurely intimated under 
the type of a hound, which was that good lord’s occa- 
sional cognisance. 


** The hound that was harm’d then muzzled shall be, 
Who loved him worst shall weep for his wreck ; 

Yet shall a whelp rise of the same race, 

That rudely shall roar, and rule the whole north, 
And quit the whole quarrel of old deeds done, 
Though he from his hold be kept back awhile. 

True Thomas told me this in a troublesome time, 

In a harvest morning at Eldoun hills,” 


* This hath a meaning, Sir Archer,”’ continued the 
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minstrel, ‘! and which flies as directly to its mark as one 
of your own arrows, although there may be some want 
of wisdom in making the direct explication. Being, 
however, pon assurance with you, I do not hesitate to 
tell you, that in my opinion this lion’s whelp that waits 
its time, means this same celebrated Scottish prince, 
Robert the Bruce, who, though repeatedly defeated, has 
still, while hunted with bloodhounds, and surrounded by 
enemies of every sort, maintained his pretensions to the 
crown of Séotlgnd, in despite of King Edward, now 
reigning.” ) 

‘* Minstrel,” answered the soldier, ‘‘ you are my guest, 
and we have sat down together as friends to this simple 
meal in good comradeship I must tell thee, however, 
though # am loth to disturb our harmony, that thou art 
the first who hast adventured to speak a word before 
Gilbert Greenleaf in favour of that outlawed traitor, 
Robert Bruce, who has by his seditions so long disturbed 
the peace of this realm. Take my advice, and be silent 
on this topic ; for, believe me, the sword of a true English 
archer will spring from its scabbard without consent of 
its master, should it hear aught said to the disparagement 
of bonny St. Georgesand his ruddy cross; nor shall the 
authority of Thomas the Rhymer, or any other prophet 
in Scotland, England, or Wales, be considered as an 
apology for such unbecoming predictions.” 

‘‘T were loth to give offence at any time,” said the 
minstrel, ‘‘much more to provoke you to anger, when I 
am in the very act of experiencing your hospitality. I 
trust, however, you will remember that I do not come 
your uninvited guest, and that if I speak to you of future 
events, I do so without having the least intention to add 
my endeavour to bring them to pass; for, God knows, it 
is many years since my sincere prayer has been for peace 
and happiness to all men, and particularly honour and 
happiness to the land of Bowmen, in which I was born, 
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and which I am bound to remember in my prayers 
beyond all other nations in the world.” 

‘It is well that you do so,” said the archer; ‘‘for so 
you shall best maintain your bounden duty to the fair 
land of your birth, which is the richest that the sun 
shines upon. Something, however, I would know, if it 
suits with your pleasure to tell me, and that is, whether 
you find anything in these rude rhymes appzaring to 
affect the safety of the Castle of Douglas, where we now 
are?—for, mark me, Sir Minstrel, I have observed that 
these mouldering parchments, when of by whomsoever 
composed, have so far a certain coincidence with the 
truth, that when such predictions which they contain are 
spread abroad in the country, and create rumours of 
plots, conspiracies, and bloody wars, they are*wery apt 
to cause the very mischances which they would be 
thought only to predict.” 

‘‘It were not very cautious in me,” said the minstrel, 
*‘to choose a prophecy for my theme, which had refer- 
ence to any attack on this garrison ; for in such case I 
should, according to your ideas, lay myself under sus- 
picion of endeavouring to forward what no person could 
more heartily regret than myself.” + 

‘Take my word for it, good friend,” said the archer, 
‘that it shall not be thus with thee; for I neither will 
myself conceive ill of thee, nor report thee to Sir John de 
Walton as meditating harm against him or his garrison 
—nor, to speak truth, would Sir John de Walton be will- 
ing to believe any one who did. He thinks highly, and 
no doubt deservedly, of thy good faith towards thy lady, 
and would conceive it unjust to suspect the fidelity 
of one who has given evidence of his willingness to 
meet death rather than betray the least secret of his 
mistress.” 

‘« In preserving her secret,” said Bertram, ‘‘I only dis- 
charged the duty of a faithful servant, leaving it to her to 
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judge how long such a secret ought to be preserved ; for 
a faithful servant ought to think as little of the issue to- 
wards himself of the commission which he bears, as the 
band of flock silk concerns itself with the secret of the 
letter which it secures. And, touching your question—I 
have no objections, although merely to satisfy your 
curiogity, to unfold to you that these old prophecies do 
contain some intimations of wars befalling in Douglas- 
dale, between an haggard, or wild hawk, which I take 
to be the cognisance of Sir John de Walton, and the 
three stars, or mgrtlets, which is the cognisance of the 
Douglas ; and more particulars I could tell of these on- 
slaughts did I know whereabouts is a place in these 
woods termed Bloody Sykes, the scene also, as I com- 
prehend, gf slaughter and death, between the followers 
of the three stars and those who hold the part of the 
Saxon, or King of England.” 

‘‘ Such a place,” replied Gilbert Greenleaf, ‘‘I have 
heard often mentioned by that name among the natives 
of these parts ; nevertheless it is in vain to seek to dis- 
cover the precise spot, as these wily Scots conceal from 
us with care everything respecting the geography of their 
country, as it is called by learned men ; but we may here 
mention the Bloody Sykes, Bottomless Myre, and other 
places, as portentous names, to which their traditions 
attach some signification of war and slaughter. If it 
suits your wish, however, we can, on our way to the 
church, try to find this place called Bloody Sykes, which 
I doubt not we shall trace out long before the traitors 
who meditate an attack upon us will find a power 
sufficient for the attempt.” 

Accordingly the minstrel and archer, the latter of whom 
was by this time reasonably well refreshed with wine, 
marched out of the castle of Douglas, without waiting for 
others of the garrison, resolving to seek the dingle bear- 
ing the ominous name of Bloody Sykes, concerning which 
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the archer only knew that by mere accident he had heard 
of a place bearing such a name, at the hunting match 
made under the auspices of Sir John de Walton, ana 
knew that it lay in the woods somewhere near the town of 
Douglas, and in the vicinage of the castle. 


CHAP. XIX. 


Hotspur.—J cannot choose ; somettines he angers mc 
With telling me of the moldwarp and hie ant, 
Of the dreamer Merlin, and his prophecies ; 
And of a dragon and a finless fish, 
A clipt-wing'd grifin and a moulten raven, 
A couching lion, and a ramping cat, 
And such a deal of skimble-skamble stuff, 
As puts me front my faith,x—KinG HENry IV. 





@ ancient archer naturally pursued a train some- 
Ge what resembling that of Hotspur and Glendower, 
in which Gilbert Greenleaf by degrees took a larger share 
than was apparently consistent with his habits and edu. 
cation ; but the truth was, that as he exerted himself to 
recall the recognisances of military chieftains, their war- 
cries, emblems, and other types by which they distin- 
guished themselves in battle, and might undoubtedly be 
indicated in prophetic rhymes, he began to experience 
the pleasure which most men entertain when they find 
themselves unexpectedly possessed of a faculty which 
the moment calls upon them to employ, and renders 
them important in the possession of. The minstrel’s 
sound good sense was certainly somewhat surprised at 
the inconsistencies sometimes displayed by his com- 
panion, as he was carried off by the willingness to make 
show of his newly discovered faculty on the one hand, 
and, on the other, to call to mind the prejudices which 
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he had nourished during his whole life against minstrels, 
who, with the whole train of legends and fables, were the 
more likely to be false, as being generally derived from 
the ‘‘ North Countrie.” 

As they strolled from one glade of the forest to 
another, the minstrel began to be surprised at the number 
of Sgottish votaries whom they met, and who seemed to 
be hastening to the church, and, as it appeared by the 
boughs which they carried, to assist in the ceremony of 
the day. Tp each of these the archer put a question 
respecting the existence of a place called Bloody Sykes, 
and where it was to be found—but all seemed either to 
be ignorant on the subject, or desirous of evading it, for 
which they found some pretext in the jolly archer's 
manner gf interrogation, which savoured a good deal of 
the genial breakfast. The general answer was, that they 
knew no such place, or had other matters to attend to 
upon the morn of a holy-tide than answering frivolous 
questions. At last, when in one or twa instances, the 
answer of the Scottish almost approached to sullenness, 
the minstrel remarked it, observing that there was ever 
some mischief on foot when the people of this country 
could not find a civil answer to their betters, which is 
usually so ready among them, and that they appeared 
to be making a strong muster for the service of Palm 
Sunday.” 

‘““You will doubtless, Sir Archer,’ continued the 
minstrel, ‘‘ make your report to your knight accordingly ; 
for I promise you, that if you do not, I myself, whose 
lady's freedom is also concerned, will fecl it my duty to 
place before Sir John de Walton the circumstances 
which make me entertain suspicion of this extra- 
ordinary confluence of Scottish men. and the surliness 
which has replaced their wonted courtesy of manners.” 

‘Tush, Sir Minstrel,” replied the archer, displeased 
at Bertram’s interference, ‘‘ believe me, that armies have 
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ere now depended on my report to the general, which 
has always been perspicuous and clear, according to the 
duties of war. Your walk, my worthy friend, has been 
in a separate department, such as affairs of peace, old 
songs, prophecies, and the like, in which it is far from 
my thoughts to contend with you; but credit me, it will 
be most for the reputation of both, that we do not at- 
tempt to interfere with what concerns each other.” 

‘‘It is far from my wish to do so,” replied the min- 
strel; ‘‘ but I would wish that a speedy retu.n should be 
made to the castle, in order to ask Sir John de Walton's 
opinion of that which we have but just seen.” 

‘¢To this,” replied Greenleaf, ‘‘there can be no ob- 
jection ; but, would you seek the governor at the hour 
which now is, you will find him most readily by, toing to 
the church of Douglas, to which he regularly wends on 
occasions such as the present, with the principal part of 
his officers, to ensure, by his presence, that no tumult 
arise (of which there is no little dread) between the 
English and the Scottish. Let us therefore hold to our 
original intention of attending the service of the day, and 
we shall rid ourselves of these entangled woods, and 
gain the shortest road to the church of Douglas.” 

‘*Let us go, then, with all despatch,” said the min- 
Strel ; ‘‘and with the greater haste, that it appears to me 
that something has passed on this very spot this morn- 
ing, which argues that the Christian peace due to the 
day has not been inviolably observed. What mean 
these drops of blood?” alluding to those which had 
flowed from the wounds of Turnbull—‘' Wherefore is 
the earth impressed with these deep dints, the footsteps 
of armed men advancing and retreating, doubtless, ac- 
cording to the chances of a fierce and heady conflict ?’” 

‘By Our Lady,’ returned Greenleaf, ‘‘I must own 
that thou seest clear. What were my eyes made of 
when they permitted thee to be the first discoverer of 
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these signs of conflict? Here are feathers of a blue 
plume, which I ought to remember, seeing my knight 
assumcd it, or at least permitted me to place it in his 
helmet, this morning, in sign of returning hope, from the 
liveliness of its colour. But here it lies, shorn from his 
head, and, if I may guess, by no friendly hand. Come, 
friend, to the church—to the church—and thou shalt 
have my gxample of the manner in which De Walton 
ought to be supported when in danger.” 

He led the way through the town of Douglas, 
entcring at the sputhern gate, and up the very street in 
which Sir Aymer de Valence had charged the Phantom 
Knight. 

We can now say more fully, that the church of 
Douglaghad originally been a stately gothic building, 
whose towers, arising high above the walls of the town, 
bore witness to the grandcur of its original construction. 
It was now partly ruinous, and the small portion of open 
space which was retained for public worship was fitted 
up in the family aisle where its deceased lords rested 
from worldly labours and the strife of war. From the 
open ground in the front of the building, their cye could 
pursue a considcraWle part of the course of the river 
Douglas, which approached the town from the south- 
west, bordered by a line of hills fantastically diversified 
in their appearance, and in many places covered with 
copsewood, which descended towards the valley, and 
formed a part of the tangled and intricate woodland by 
which the town was surrounded. The river itself, 
sweeping round the west side of the town, and from 
thence northward, supplied that large inundation or 
artificial piece of water which we have already mene 
tioned, Sevcral of the Scottish people, bearing willow 
branches, or those of yew, to represent the palms which 
were the symbol of the day, seemed wandering in the 
churchyard as if to attend the approach of some person 
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of peculiar sanctity, or procession of monks and friars, 
come to render the homage due to the solemnity. At 
the moment almost that Bertram and his companion 
entered the churchyard, the Lady of Berkely, who was 
in the act of following Sir John de Walton into the 
church, after having witnessed his conflict with the 
young Knight of Douglas, caught a glimpse of cher 
faithful minstrel, and instantly determined to regain the 
company of that old servant of her house and confidant 
of her fortunes, and trust to the chance aferwards of 
being rejoined by Sir John de Walton, with a sufficient 
party to provide for her safety, which she in no respect 
doubted it would be his care to collect. She darted 
away accordingly from the path in which she was ad- 
vancing, and reached the place where Bertram, ith his 
new acquaintance Greenleaf, were making some inquiries 
of the soldiers of the Engiish garrison, whom the ser- 
vice of the day had brought there. 

Lady Augusta Berkcly, in the meantime, had an op- 
portunity to say privately to her faithful attendant and 
guide, ‘‘ Take no notice of me, friend Bertram, but take 
heed, if possible, that we be not again separated from 
each other.” Having given him this hint, she observed 
that it was adopted by the minstrel, and that he presently 
afterwards looked round and set his cye upon her, as, 
muffled in her pilgrim’s cloak, she slowly withdrew to 
another part of the cemetery, and seemed to halt until, 
detaching himself from Greenleaf, he should find an 
opportunity of joining her. 

Nothing, in truth, could have morc sensibly affected 
the faithful minstrel than the singular mode of com- 
munication which acquainted him that his mistress was 
safe, and at liberty to choose her own motions, and, as 
he might hope, disposed to extricate herself from the 
dangers which surrounded her in Scotland, by an im- 
mediate retreat to her own country and domain. He 
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would gladly have approached and joined her, but she 
took an opportunity by a sign to caution him against 
doing so, while at the same time he remained somewhat 
apprehensive of the consequences of bringing her under 
the notice of his new friend, Greenleaf, who might 
perhaps think it proper to busy himself so as to gain 
sorfe favour with the knight who was at the head of 
the garmson. Meantime the old archer continued his 
conversation with Bertram, while the minstrel, like many 
other men “similarly situated, heartily wished that his 
well-meaning cempanion had been a hundred fathoms 
under ground, so his evanishment had given him hcense 
to join his mistress , but all he had in his power was to 
approach her as near as he could without creating any 
suspicidh. 

‘‘T would pray you, worthy minstrel,” said Greenleaf, 
after looking carefully round, ‘‘that we may prosecute 
together the theme which we were agitating before we 
came hither, 1s it not your opinion, that the Scottish 
natives have fixed this very morning for some of those 
dangerous attempts which they have repeatedly made, 
and which are so carefully guarded against by the 
governors placed in ehis district of Douglas by our good 
king Edward, our rightful sovereign ? ' 

‘I cannot see,” replied the minstrel, ‘‘on what 
grounds you found such an apprehension, or what you 
see here in the churchyard different from that you 
talked of as we approached it, when vou held me 
rather in scorn for giving way to some suspicions of the 
same kind. ’ 

‘*Do you not see,” added the archer, ‘‘the numbers 
of men with strange faces, and in various disguisements, 
who are thronging about these ancient ruins, which are 
usually so solitary? Yonder, for example, sits a boy 
who seems to shun observation, and whose dress, I will 
be sworn, has never been shaped in Scotland ” 

419 LE2 


CASTLE DANGEROUS. 

‘¢ And if he is an English pilgrim,’’ replied the mine 
strel, observing that the archer pointed towards the 
Lady of Berkely, ‘‘he surely affords less matter of 
suspicion.” 

‘*T know not that,” said old Greenleaf, ‘‘ but I think 
it will be my duty to inform Sir John de Walton, if I can 
reach him, that there are many persons here, who in 
outward appearance neither belong to the garrison, nor 
to this part of the country.” 

‘‘Consider,” said Bertram, ‘‘ before you harass with 
accusation a poor young man, and subfect him to the 
consequences which must necessarily attend upon sus- 
picions of this nature, how many circumstances call 
forth men peculiarly to devotion at this period. Not 
only is this the time of the triumphal entrancl® of the 
founder of the Christian rcligion into Jerusalem, but the 
dav itself is called Dominica Confitentium, or the Sun- 
dav of Confessors, and the palm-tree, or the box and 
vew, which are used as its substitutes, and which are 
distributed to the priests, are burnt solemnlv to ashes, 
and those ashes distributed among the pious, by the 
priests, upon the Ash-Wednesday of the succeeding 
year, all which rites and ceremonics in our country are 
observed, by order of the Christian Church ; nor ought 
you, gentle archer, nor can you without a crime, perse- 
cute those as guilty of designs upon your garrison, who 
can ascribe their presence here to their desire to dis- 
charge the duties of the day; and look ye at yon 
numerous procession approaching with banner and cross, 
and, as it appears, consisting of some churchman of 
rank and his attendants; let us first inquire who he is, 
and it is probable we shall find in his name and rank 
sufficient security for the peaceable and orderly hehaviour 
of those whom piety has this day assembled at the 
church of Douglas." 

Greenleaf accordingly made the investigation recom- 
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mended by his companion, and received information 
that the holy man who headed the procession was no 
other than the diocesan of the district, the Bishop of Glas- 
gow, who had come to give his countenance to the rites 
with which the day was to be sanctified. 

The prelate accordingly entered the walls of the dilapi- 
dated churchyard, preceded by his cross-bearers, and 
attendeg by numbers, with boughs of yew and other 
evergreens, used on the festivity instead of palms. 
Among them the holy father showered his blessing, ac- 
companied by signs of the cross, which were met with 
devout exclamations by such of the worshippers as 
crowded around him :—‘‘ To thee, reverend father, we 
apply for pardon for our offences, which we humbly 
desire ® confess to thee, in order that we may obtain 
pardon from heaven.” 

In this manner the congregation and the dignified 
clergyman met together, exchanging pious grecting, and 
seeiningly intent upon nothing but the rites of the day. 
The acclamations of the congregation mingled with the 
deep voice of the officiating priest, dispensing the sacred 
ritual ; the whole forming a scene which, conducted with 
the Catholic skill and ceremonial, was at once imposing 
and affecting. 

The archer, on seeing the zeal with which the people 
in the churchyard, as well as a number who issued fro:n 
the church, hastened proudly to salute the bishop of the 
diocese, was rather ashamed of the suspicions which he 
had entertained of the sincerity of the good man’s pur- 
pose in coming hither. Taking advantage of a fit of 
devotion, not perhaps very common with old Greenleaf, 
who at this moment thrust himself forward to share in 
those spiritual advantages which the prelate was dis- 
pensing, Bertram slipped clear of his English friend, 
and, gliding to the side of the Lady Augusta, exchanged, 
by the pressure of the hand, a mutual congratulation 
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upon having rejoined company. On a sign by the 
minstrel, they withdrew to the inside of the church, so 
as to remain unobserved amidst the crowd, in which 
they were favoured by the dark shadows of some parts 
of the building. 

The body of the church, broken as it was, and hung 
round with the armorial trophies of the last Lords of 
Douglas, furnished rather the appearance of a sacrile- 
giously desecrated ruin, than the inside of a holy place ; 
yet some care appeared to have been taken to prepare it 
for the service of the day. At the lower end hung the 
great escutchcon of William Lord of Douglas, who had 
lately died a prisoner in England; around that escut- 
cheon were placed the smaller shields of his sixteen 
ancestors, and a deep black shadow was diffuse) by the 
whole mass, unless where relieved by the glance of the 
coronets, or the glimmer of bearings particularly gay in 
emblazonry. I need not say that in other respects the 
interior of the church was much dismantled, it being the 
very same place in which Sir Aymer de Valence held an 
interview with the old sexton ; and who now, drawing into 
a separate corner some of the straggling parties whom 
he had collected and brought to the church, kept on the 
alert, and appeared ready for an attack as well at mid- 
day as at the witching hour of midnight. This was the 
more necessary, as the eye of Sir John de Walton seemed 
busied in searching from one place to another, as if 
unable to find the object he was in quest of, which the 
reader will easily understand to be the Lady Augusta de 
Berkely, of whom he had lost sight in the pressure of the 
multitude. At the eastern part of the church was fitted 
up a temporary altar, by the side of which, arrayed in 
his robes, the Bishop of Glasgow had taken his place, 
with such priests and attendants as composed his epis- 
copal retinve. His suite was neither numerous nor 
richly attired, nor did his own appearance present a 
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splendid specimen of the wealth and dignity of the 
episcopal order. When he laid down, however, his 
golden cross, at the stern command of the King of 
England, that of simple wood, which he assumed 
instead thereof, did not possess less authority, nor com- 
mand less awe, among the clergy and people of the 
dictese, 

‘The vgerious persons, natives of Scotland, now gathered 
around, seemed to watch his motions, as those of a 
descended Saint, and the English waited in mute aston- 
ishment, appregensive that at some unexpected signal 
an attack would be made upon them, either by the 
powers of earth or heaven, or perhaps by both in combi- 
nation. The truth is, that so great was the devotion of 
the Sc&tish clergy of the higher ranks to the interests of 
the party of Bruce, that the english had become jealous 
of permitting them to interfere even with those cere- 
monies of the Church which were placed under their 
proper management, and thence the presence of the 
Bishop of Glasgow, officiating at a high festival in the 
church of Douglas, was a circumstance of rare occur- 
rence, and not unattended both with wonder and sus- 
picion. A council of the Church, however, had lately 
called the distinguished prelates of Scotland to the dis- 
charge of their duty on the festivity of Palm Sunday, and 
neither Jenglish nor Scottish saw the ceremony with in- 
difference. An unwonted silence, which prevailed in 
the Church, filled, as it appeared, with persons of 
different views, hopes, wishes, and expectations, re- 
sembled one of thosc solemn pauses which often take 
place before a strife of the elements, and are well 
understood to be the forerunners of some dreadful 
concussion of nature. All animals, according to their 
various nature, express their sense of the approaching 
tempest ; the cattle, the deer, and other inhabitants of 
the walks of the forest, withdraw to the inmost recesses 
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of their pastures; the sheep crowd into their fold; 
and the dull stupor of universal nature, whether ani- 
mate or inanimate, presages its specdily awaking into 
general convulsion and disturbance, when the lurid 
lightning shall hiss at command of the diapason of the 
thunder. 

It was thus that, in deep suspense, those who ¢iad 
come to the church in arms, at the summons of JDouglas, 
awaited and expected every moment a signal to attack, 
while the soldiers of the English garrison, @ware of the 
evil disposition of the natives towards them, were reckon- 
ing every moment when the well-known shout of ‘‘ Bows 
and bills !"’ should give signal for a general conflict, and 
both parties, gazing fiercely upon each other, seemed to 
expect the fatal onsct. 1) 

Notwithstanding the tempest which appeared every 
moment ready to burst, the Bishop of Glasgow pro- 
ceeded with the utmost solemnity to perform the cere- 
monies proper to the day ; he paused from time to time 
to survey the throng, as if to calculate whether the tur- 
bulent passions of those around him would be so long 
kept under as to admit of his duties being brought toa 
close in a manner becoming the time and place. 

The prelate had just concluded the service, when a 
person advanced towards him with a solemn and 
mournful aspect, and asked if the reverend father could 
devote a few moments to administer comfort to a dying 
man, who was lying wounded close by. 

The churchman signified a ready acquiescence, amidst 
a stillness which, when he surveyed the lowering brows 
of one party, at least of those who were in the church, 
boded no peaceable termination to this fated day. The 
father motioned to the messenger to show him the 
way, and proceeded on his mission, attended by some 
of those who were understood to be followers of the 
Douglas. 
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There was something peculiarly striking, if not sus- 
picious, in the interview which followed. In a subterra- 
nean vault was deposited the person of a large tall man, 
whose blood flowed copiously through two or three 
ghastly wounds, and streamed amongst the trusses of 
straw on which he lay ; while his features exhibited a 
mixture of sternness and ferocity, which seemed prompt 
to kindlg into a still more savage expression. 

The reader will probably conjecture that the person in 
question w&s no other than Michael Turnbull, who, 
wounded in thg rencounter of the morning, had been 
left by some of his friends upon the straw, which was 
arranged for him by way of couch, to live or die as he 
best could. ‘The prelate, on entering the vault, lost no 
time in@alling the attention of the wounded man to the 
State of his spiritual affairs, and assisting him to such 
comfort as the doctrine of the Church directed should be 
administered to departing sinners. The words exchanged 
between them were of that grave and severe character 
which passes between the ghostly father and his pupil, 
when one world 1s rolling away from the view of the 
sinner, and another is displaying itself in all its terrors, 
and thundering in tke ear of the penitent that retribu- 
tion which the deeds done in the flesh must needs pre- 
pare him to expect. This is one of the most solemn 
meetings which can take place between earthly beings ; 
and the courageous character of the Jedwood forester, as 
well as the benevolent and pious expression of the old 
churchman, considerably enhanced the pathos of the 
scene, 

‘*Turnbull,” said the churchman, ‘‘I trust you will 
believe me when I say that it grieves my heart to see 
thee brought to this situation by wounds which, it is 
my duty to tell you, you must consider mortal.” 

‘Is the chase ended, then?” said the Jedwood man 
with asigh. ‘‘I care not, good father, for I think } 


425 


CASTLE DANGEROUS. 

have borne me as becomes a gallant quarry, and that 
the old forest has lost no credit by me, whether in pur- 
suit or in bringing to bay ; and even in this last matter, 
methinks this gay English knight would not have come 
off with such advantage had the ground on which we 
stood been alike indifferent to both, or had I been aware 
of his onset; but it will be scen, by any one who fakes 
the trouble to examine, that poor Michael ‘Furnbull’s 
foot slipped twice in the mé/ce, otherwise it had not been 
his fate to be lying here in the dead-thraw; while 
yonder southron would probably have edied like a dog, 
upon this bloody straw, in his place.” 

The bishop replied, advising his penitent to turn from 
vindictive thoughts respecting the death of others, and 
endeavour to fix his attention upon his own &parture 
from existence, which seemed shortly about to take 
place. 

‘‘ Nay,’ replied the wounded man, ‘‘ you, father, un- 
doubtedly know best what is fit for me to do; yet 
methinks it would not be very well with me if I had pro- 
Jonged to this time of day the task of revising my life, 
and I am not the man to deny that mine has been a 
bloody and a desperate one. Buteyou will grant me I 
never bore malice to a brave enemy for having done me 
an injury, and show me the man, being a Scotchman 
born, and having a natural love for his own country, 
who hath not, in these times, rather preferred a steel 
cap to a hat and feather, or who hath not been more 
conversant with drawn blades than with prayer-book ; 
and you yourself know, father, whether, in our pro- 
ceedings against the English interest, we have not 
uniformly had the countenance of the sincere fathers of 
the Scottish Church, and whether we have not been 
exhorted to take arms and make use of them for the 
honour of the King of Scotland, and the defence of our 
own rights.” 
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‘¢ Undoubtedly,” said the prelate, ‘‘ such have been 
our exhortations towards our oppressed countrymen, nor 
do I now teach you a different doctrine; nevertheless, 
having now blood around me, and a dying man before 
me, I have need to pray thatI have not been misled 
from the true path, and thus become the means of mis- 
direeting others. May Heaven forgive me if I have done 
so, since ff have only to plead my sincere and honest in- 
tention in excuse for the erroncous counsel which I may 
have given t& you and others touching these wars. I am 
conscious that, gncouraging you so to stain your swords 
in blood, I have departed in some degree from the cha- 
racter of my profession, which enjoins that we neither 
shed blood, nor are the occasion of its being shed. May 
Heaven@nable us to obcy our duties, and to repent of 
our errors, especially such as have occasioned the death 
or distress of our fellow-creatures. And, above all, 
may this dying Christian become aware of his errors, 
and repent with sincerity, of having done to others that 
which he would not willingly have suffered at their 
hand !”’ 

‘For that matter,” answered Turnbull, ‘‘ the time has 
never been when I would not exchange a blow with the 
best man who ever lived; and if I was not in constant 
practice of the sword, it was because I have been brought 
up to the use of the Jedwood-axe, which the English call 
a partisan, and which makes little difference, I under- 
stand, from the sword and poniard.”’ 

‘* The distinction is not great,’’ said the bishop ; ‘‘ but 
I fear, my friend, that life taken with what you call a 
Jcdwood-axe, gives you no privilege over him who cont 
mits the same deed, and inflicts the same injury, with 
any other weapon.”’ 

‘‘ Nay, worthy father,” said the penitent, ‘‘ I must own 
that the effect of the weapons is the same, as far as con- 
cerns the man who suffers; but 1 would pray of you 
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information, why a Jedwood man ought not to use, as 
is the custom of his country, a Jedwood-axe, being, as is 
implied in the name, the offensive weapon proper to his 
country ?”’ 

‘‘The crime of murder,” said the bishop, ‘‘ consists 
not in the weapon with which the crime is inflicted, but 
in the pain which the murderer inflicts upon his fellow 
creature, and the breach of good order which, he intro- 
duces into heaven's lovely and peaceable creation ; and 
it is by turning your repentance upon this crime that you 
may fairly expect to propitiate Heaven for your offences, 
and at the same time to escape the consequences which 
are denounced in Holy Writ against those by whom 
man's blood shall be shed.” 

‘‘But, good father,” said the wounded mam, ‘‘ you 
know as well as any one, that in this company, and in 
this very church, there are upon the watch scores of both 
Scotchmen and Englishmen, who come here not so 
much to discharge the religious duty of the day, as 
literally to bereave each other of their lives and give a 
new example of the horror of those feuds which the two 
extremities of Britain nourish against each other. What 
conduct, then, is a poor man likesme to hold? Am I 
not to raise this hand against the English, which me- 
thinks I still can make a tolcrably efficient one—or am I, 
for the first time in my life, to hear the war-cry when it 
is raised, and hold back my sword from the slaughter ? 
Methinks it will be difficult, perhaps altogether impos- 
sible, for me to do so; but if such is the pleasure of 
Heaven, and your advice, most reverend father, un- 
questionably I must do my best to be governed by your 
directions, as of one who has a right and title to direct 
us in every dilemma, or case, as they term it, of troubled 
consciénce, ” 

‘‘ Unquestionably,” said the bishop, ‘‘it is my duty, 
as I have already said, to give no occasion this day for 
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the shedding of blood, or the breach of peace; and I 
must charge you, as my penitent, that upon your soul’s 
safety you do not minister any occasion to affray or 
bloodshed, either by maintaining such in your own 
person, or inciting others to the same; for by follow- 
ing a different course of advice, I am certain that 
you® as well as mysclf, would act sinfully and out of 
character’ 

‘‘So I will endeavour to think, reverend father,” 
answered tht huntsman ; ‘‘nevertheless, I hope it will 
be remembered jn my favour that I am the first person 
bearing the surname of Turnbull, together with the 
proper name of the Prince of Archangels himself, who 
has at apy time been able to sustain the affront occa- 
sioned the presence of a southron with a drawn 
sword, and was not thereby provoked to pluck forth his 
own weapon and to lay about him.” 

‘* Take care, my son,’’ returned the prelate of Glasgow, 
‘and observe, that even now thou art departing from 
those resolutions which, but a few minutes since, thou 
didst adopt upon scrious and just consideration ; where- 
fore do not be, O my son! like the sow that has wal- 
lowed in the mire, aad, having been washed, repeats its 
act of pollution, and becomes again yet fouler than it 
was before.” 

‘‘Well, reverend father,” replied the wounded man, 
‘‘although it seems almost unnatural for Scottishmen 
and English to meet and part without a buffet, yet I will 
endeavour most faithfully not to minister any occasion of 
strife, nor, if possible, to snatch at any such occasion as 
shall be ministered to me.” 

‘‘In doing so,” returned the bishop, ‘‘ thou wilt best 
atone for the injury which thou hast done to the law of 
Heaven upon former occasions, and thou shalt prevent 
the causes for strife betwixt thee and thy brethren of the 
southern land, and shall eschew the temptation towards 
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that blood-guiltiness which 1s so rife in this our day and 
generation. And do not think that I am imposing upon 
thee, by these admonitions, a duty more dificult than it 
1s in thy covenant to bear, as a man and as a Christian. 
I myself am a man and a Scotchman, and, 1s such, I 
feel offended at the unjust conduct of the Enghsh 
towards our country and sovereign , and thinking as*you 
do yourself, I know what you must suffer whep you are 
obliged to submit to national insults, unretalated and 
unrevenged. But let us not conceive ourselvés the agents 
of that retributive vengeance which Hgaven has, in a 
peculiar degree, declared to be its own attribute. Let 
us, while we sec and fecl the injuries inflicted on our 
own country, not forget that our own raids, ambuscades, 
and surprisals, have been at least equally fat&l to the 
English as their attacks and forays have been to us, 
and, in short, Iet the mutual injurics of the crosses of 
Saint Andrew and of Saint George be no longer considered 
as hostile to the inhabitants of the opposite district, at 
least during the festivals of 1eligion, but as they are 
mutually signs of redemption, let them be, in like 
manner, intimations of forbearance and peace on both 
sides. ' e 

‘‘T am contented,” answered Turnbull, ‘‘to abstain 
from all offences towards others, and shall even endeavour 
to keep myself from resenting those of others towards 
me, in the hope of bringing to pass such a quiet and 
godly state of things as your words, reverend father, 
induce me to expect.’ ‘Turning his face to the wall, the 
Borderer lay 1n stern expectation of approaching death, 
which the bishop left him to contemplate. 

The peaceful disposition which the prelate had 1n- 
spired into Michael Turnbull, had in some degree dif- 
fused itself among those present, who heard with awe 
thespiritual admonition to suspend thenational antipathy, 
and remain 1n truce and amity with each other. Heaven 
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had, however, decreed that the national quarrel, in which 
so much blood had been sacrificed, should that day again 
be the occasion of deadly strife. 

A loud flourish of trumpets, seeming to proceed from 
beneath the earth, now rung through the church, and 
roused the attention of the soldiers and worshippers 
ther,assembled.. Most of those who heard these warlike 
sounds betook themselves to their weapons, as if they 
considered it useless to wait any longer for the signal of 
conflict. Hoarse voices, rude exclamations, the rattle 
of swords against their sheaths, or their clashing against 
other pieces of armour, gave an awful presage of an 
onset, which, however, was for a time averted by the 
exhortations of the bishop. A second flourish of trum- 
pets haWng taken place, the voice of a herald made 
proclamation to the following purpose :— 

‘That whereas there were many noble pursuivants of 
chivalry presently assembled in the Kirk of Douglas, and 
whereas there existed among them the usual causes of 
quarrel and points of debate for their advancement in 
chivalry, therefore the Scottish knights were ready to 
fight any number of the English who might be agreed, 
either upon the supefior beauty of their ladies, or upon 
the national quarrel in any of its branches, or upon what- 
soever point might be at issuc between them, which should 
be deemed satisfactory ground of quarrel by both; and 
the knights who should chance to be worsted in such 
dispute should renounce the prosccution thereof, or the: 
bearing arms therein thereafter, with such other con- 
ditions to ensue upon their defeat as might be agreed 
upon by a council of the knights present at the Kirk of 
Douglas aforesaid. But foremost of all, any number of 
Scottish knights from one to twenty, will defend the 
quarrel which has already drawn blood, touching the 
freedom of ILady Augusta de Berkely, and the rendition 
of Douglas Castle to the owner here present, Where- 
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fore it is required that the English knights do intimate 
their consent that such trial of valour take place, which, 
according to the rules of chivalry, they cannot refuse, 
without losing utterly the reputation of valour, and in- 
curring the diminution of such other degree of estimation 
as a courageous pursuivant of arms would willingly be 
held in, both by the good knights of his own country, 
and those of others.” 

This unexpected gage of battle realised the worst 
fears of those who had looked with suspition on the 
extraordinary assemblage this day of thg dependants of 
the House of Douglas. After a short pause, the trumpets 
again flourished lustily, when the reply of the English 
knights was made in the following terms :— 

‘‘That God forbid the rights and privilegedtpf Eng- 
land's knights, and the beauty of her damsels, should 
not be asserted by her children, or that such English 
knights as were here assembled should show the least 
backwardness to accept the combat offered, whether 
grounded upon the superior beauty of their ladies, or 
whether upon the causes of dispute between the 
countries, for either or all of which the kmghts of 
England here present were willing go do battle in the 
terms of the indenture aforesaid, while sword and lance 
shall endure. Saving and excepting the surrender of 
the Castle of Douglas, which can be rendered to no 
one but England’s king, or those acting under his 
orders,” 
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CHAP. XX. 


Cry the wild war-note, let the champions pass, 
Do bravely each, and God defend the right; 
Upon Saint Andrew thrice can they thus cry, 
And thrice they shout on height, 

And then marked them on the Englishnten, 
9s IT have told youright. 

Saint George the bright, our lattices’ knight, 
ToHame they were full fain; 

Our E uglishmen they cried on height, 

sind thrice they shout again.—OLv BALLAD. 





posed, of the leaders on both sides now throwing 
aside all conccalment, and displaying their utmost 
strength, by marshalling their respective adherents ; the 
renowned Knight of Douglas, with Sir Malcolm Fleming 
and other distinguished cavaliers, were seen in close 
consultation. 

Sir John de Walton, startled by the first flourish of 
trumpets, while anxiously endeavouring to secure a 
retreat for the La@y Augusta, was in a moment seen 
collecting his followers, in which he was assisted by the 
active friendship of the Knight of Valence. 

The Lady of Berkely showed no craven spirit at these 
warlike preparations ; she advanced, closely followed by 
the faithful Bertram, and a femule in a riding-hood, 
whose face, though carefully concealed, was no other 
than that of the unfortunate Margaret de Hautlieu, 
whose worst fears had been realised as to the faithless- 
ness of her betrothed knight. 

A pause ensued, which for some time no one present 
thought himself of authority sufficient to break. 

At last the Knight of Douglas stepped forward and 
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fore it is required that the English knights do intimate 
their consent that such trial of valour take place, which, 
according to the rules of chivalry, they cannot refuse, 
without losing utterly the reputation of valour, and in- 
curring the diminution of such other degree of estimation 
as a courageous pursuivant of arms would willingly be 
held in, both by the good knights of his own country, 
and those of others.” 

This unexpected gage of battle realised the worst 
fears of those who had looked with suspition on the 
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CHAP. XX. 


Cry the wild war-note, let the champions pass, 
Do bravely each, and God defend the right; 
Upen Saint sndreww thrice can they thus cry, 
And thrice they shout on height, 

And then marked them on the Englishmen, 
Ss I have told you right. 

Saint George the bright, our ladics’ knight, 
ToStame they were full Jain; 

Our E nglishnen they cricd on height, 

sind thrice they shout again.—O.p BALLAD. 


HE extraordinary crisis mentioned in the pre- 
lccding chaptcr was the cause, as may be sup- 
1 posed, of the Icaders on both sides now throwing 
aside all concealment, and displaying their utmost 
strengeth, by marshalling their respective adherents ; the 
renowned Knight of Douglas, with Sir Malcolm Fleming 
and other distinguished cavaliers, were seen in close 
consultation. 

Sir John de Walton, startled by the first flourish of 
trumpets, while anxiously endeavouring to secure a 
retreat for the La@y Augusta, was in a moment seen 
collecting his followers, in which he was assisted by the 
active friendship of the Knight of Valence. 

The Lary of Berkely showed no craven spirit at these 
warlike preparations ; she advanced, closcly followed by 
the faithful Bertram, and a female in a riding-hood, 
whose face, though carefully concealed, was no other 
than that of the unfortunate Margaret de Hautlieu, 
whose worst fears had been realised as to the faithless- 
ness of her betrothed knight. 

A pause ensued, which for some time no one present 
thought himself of authority sufficient to break. 

At last the Knight of Douglas stepped forward and 
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said, loudly, ‘‘I wait to know whether Sir John de 
Walton requests leave of James of Douglas to evacuate 
his castle without further wasting that daylight which 
might show us to judge a fair field, and whether he 
craves Douglas’s protection in doing so?” 

The Knight of Walton drew his sword. ‘‘I hold the 
Castle of Douglas,” he said, ‘‘in spite of all deadlyy— 
and never will I ask the protection from any one which 
my own sword is competent to afford me !”’ 

‘** I stand by you, Sir John,” said Aymer de Valence, 
‘fas your true comrade, against whatever odds may 
oppose themselves to us.”’ 

‘*Courage, noble English,” said the voice of Green- 
leaf; ‘‘take your weapons in God's name. Bows and 
bills! bows and bills !—A messenger brings usf notice 
that Pembroke is in full march hither from the borders 
of Ayrshire, and will be with us in half-an-hour. Fight 
on, gallant English! Valence to the rescue; and long 
life to the gallant Earl of Pembroke!” 

Those English within and around the church no 
longer delayed to take arms, and De Walton, crying 
out at the height of his voice, ‘‘I implore the Douglas 
to look nearly to the safety of the ladies,” fought his 
way to the church door; the Scottish finding themselves 
unable to resist the impression of terror which affected 
them at the sight of this renowned knight, seconded by 
his brother-in-arms, both of whom had been so long the 
terror of the district. In the meantime, it is possible 
that De Walton might altogether have forced his way 
out of the church, had he not been met boldly by the 
young son of Thomas Dickson of Hazelside, while his 
father was receiving from Douglas the charge of pre- 
serving the stranger ladies from all harm from the fight, 
which, so long suspended, was now on the point of 
taking place. 

De Walton cast his eye upon the Lady Augusta, with 
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a desire of rushing to the rescue; but was forced to 
conclude that he provided best for her safety by leaving 
her under the protection of Douglas's honour. 

Young Dickson, in the meantime, heaped blow on 
blow, seconding with all his juvenile courage cvery effort 
he could make, in order to attain the prize due to the 
conqueror of the renowned De Walton. 

‘* Silly boy,” at length said Sir John, who had for 
some time forborne the stripling, ‘‘ take, then, thy death 
from a note hand, since thou preferrest that to peace 
and length of dys.” 

‘‘I care not, said the Scottish youth, with his dying 
breath ; ‘‘I have lived long enough, since I have kept 
you so jong in the place where you now stand.” 

And@he youth said truly, for as he fell, never again 
to rise, the Douglas stood in his place, and without a 
word spoken, again engaged with De Walton in the 
same formidable single combat, by which they had 
already been distinguished, but with even additional fury. 
Aymer de Valence drew up to his friend De Walton's 
left hand, and seemed but to desire the apology of one 
of Douglas's people attempting to second him, to join 
in the fray ; but asehe saw no person who seemed dis- 
posed to give him such opportunity, he repressed the 
inclination, and remained an unwilling spectator. At 
length it seemed as if Fleming, who stood foremost 
among the Scottish knights, was desirous to measure 
his sword with De Valence. Aymer himself, burning 
with the desire of combat, at last called out, ‘‘ Faithless 
Knight of Boghall! step forth and defend yourself 
against the imputation of having deserted your lady 
love, and of being a mansworn disgrace to the rolls of 
chivalry !"" 

‘‘ My answer,” said Fleming, ‘‘ even to a less gross 
taunt, hangs by my side.” In an instant his sword was 
in his hand, and even the practised warriors who looked 
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on felt difficulty in discovering the progress of the strife, 
which rather resembled a thunder-storm in a mountainous 
country than the stroke and parry of two swords, offend- 
ing on the one side and keeping the defensive on the other. 

Their blows were exchanged with surprising rapidity ; 
and although the two combatants did not equal Douglas 
and De Walton in maintaining a certain degree of ¢e- 
serve, founded uponarespect which these knights mutually 
entertained for each other, yet the want of art was sup- 
plied bya degree of fury, which gave chante at least 
an equal share in the issue. 

Seeing their superiors thus desperately engaged, the 
partisans, as they were accustomed, stood still on either 
side, and looked on with the reverence which they in- 
stinctively paid to their commanders and leafers in 
arms. One or two of the women were in the meanwhile 
attracted, according to the nature of the sex, by com- 
passion for those who had already experienced the 
casualties of war. Young Dickson, breathing his last 
among the feet of the combatants, was in some sort 
rescued from the tumult by the Lady of Berkely, in 
whom the action seemed less strange, owing to the pil- 
grim’s dress which she still retaines, and who in vain 
endeavoured to solicit the attention of the boy’s father 
to the task in which she was engaged. 

‘‘ Cumber yourself not, lady, about that which is boot- 
less,"’ said old Dickson, ‘‘and distract not your own 
attention and mine from preserving you, whom it is the 
Douglas's wish to rescue, and whom, so please God and 
St. Bride, I consider as placed by my chieftain under 
my charge. Believe me, this youth’s death is in no 
way forgotten, though this be not the time to remember 
it. A time will come for recollection, and an hour for 
revenge."’ 

So said the stern old man, reverting his eyes from the 
bloody corpse which lay at his feet, a model of beauty 
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and strength. Having taken one more anxious look, he 
turned round, and placed himself whcre he could best 
protect the Lady of Berkely, not again turning his eyes 
on his son's body. 

In the interim the combat continued, without the least 
cessation on either side, and without a decided advantage. 
At length, however, fate seemed disposed to interfere ; 
the Knight of Fleming, pushing fiercely forward, and 
brought by chance almost close to the person of the 
Lady Margaret de Hautlieu, missed his blow, and his 
foot sliding irg the blood of the young victim, Dickson, 
he fell before his antagonist, and was in imminent 
danger of being at his mercy, when Margaret de Haut- 
lieu, oO inherited the soul of a warrior, and besides, 
was a very strong, as well as an undaunted person, 
seeing a mace of no great weight lying on the floor, 
where it had been dropped by the fallen Dickson, it, at 
the same instant, caught her eye, armed her hand, and 
intercepted, or struck down the sword of Sir Aymer de 
Valence, who would otherwise have remained the master 
of the day at that interesting moment. Fleming had 
more to do to avail himself of an unexpected chance of 
recovery, than to nfake a commentary upon the manner 
in which it had been so singularly brought about; he 
instantly recovered the advantage he had lost, and was 
able in the ensuing close to trip up the feet of his anta- 
gonist, who fell on the pavement, while the voice of his 
conqueror, if he could properly be termed such, re- 
sounded through the church with the fatal words, ‘‘ Yield 
thee, Aymer de Valence—rescue or no rescue—yield 
thee !—yield thee !” he added, as he placed his sword to 
the throat of the fallen knight, ‘‘ not to me, but to this 
noble lady—rescue or no rescue.” 

With a heavy heart the I’nglish knight perceived that 
he had fairly lost so favourable an opportunity of acquir- 
ing fame, and was obliged to submit to his destiny, or be 
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slain upon the spot. There was only one consolation, 
that no battle was ever more honourably sustained, being 
gained as much by accident as by valour. 

The fate of the protracted and desperate combat be- 
tween Douglas and De Walton did not much longer 
remain in suspense ; indeed, the number of conquests in 
single combat achieved by the Douglas in these wars tas 
so great, as to make it doubtful whether he war not, in 
personal strength and skill, even a superior knight to 
Bruce himself, and he was at least acknowledged nearly 
his equal in the art of war. K 

So however it was, that when three quarters of an 
hour had passed in hard contest, Douglas and De 
Walton, whose nerves were not actually of iror began 
to show some signs that their human bodies were“feeling 

the effect of the dreadful exertion. Their blows began to 
be drawn more slowly, and were parried with less celerity. 
Douglas, seeing that the combat must soon come to an 
end, generously made a signal, intimating to his an- 
tagonist to hold his hand for an instant. 

‘Brave De Walton,” he said, ‘‘there is no morta} 
quarrel between us, and you must be sensible that in this 
passage of arms, Douglas, though h@ is only worth his 
sword and his cloak, has abstained from taking a decisive 
advantage when the chance of arms has more than once 
offered it. My father’s house, the broad domains around 

-it, the dwelling and the graves of my ancestors, form a 
reasonable reward for a knight to fight for, and call upon 
me in an imperative voice to prosecute the strife which 
has such an object, while you are as welcome to the 
noble lady, in all honour and safety, as if you had re- 
ceived her from the hands of King Edward himself ; and 
I give you my word, that the utmost honours which can 
attend a prisoner, and acareful absence of everything like 
injury or insult, shall attend De Walton when he yields 
up the castle, as well as his sword, to James of Douglas.” 
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‘It is the fate to which I am perhaps doomed,” re- 
plied Sir John de Walton ; ‘‘ but never will I voluntarily 
embrace it, and never shall it be said that my own tongue, 
saving in the last extremity, pronounced upon me the 
fatal sentence to sink the point of my own sword. Pem- 
broke is upon the march with his whole army, to rescue 
thé garrison of Douglas. I hear the tramp of his horse's 
feet evan now ; and I will maintain my ground while I 
am within reach of support; nor do I fear that the 
breath whith now begins to fail will not last long enough 
to uphold the,struggle till the arrival of the expected 
succour. Come on, then, and treat me not as a child, 
but as one who, whether I stand or fall, fears not to 
encouner the utmost force of my knightly antagonist.” 

“sS it then,’’ said Douglas, a darksome hue, like 
the lurid colour of the thunder-cloud, changing his brow 
as he spoke, intimating that he meditated a speedy end 
to the contest, when, just as the noise of horses’ feet 
drew nigh, a Welsh knight, known as such by the dimi- 
nutive size of his steed, his naked limbs, and his bloody 
spear, called out loudly to the combatants to hold their 
hands. 

‘‘Is Pembroke near?” said De Walton. 

‘*No nearer than Loudon Hill,” said the Prestantin ; 
‘but I bring his commands to John de Walton.” 

‘‘T stand ready to obey them through every danger,* 
answered the knight. 

‘‘ Woe is me,” said the Welshman, ‘‘ that my mouth 
should bring to the ears of so brave a man tidings so 
unwelcome! The Earl of Pembroke yesterday received 
information that the Castle of Douglas was attacked by 
the son of the deceased Earl, and the whole inhabitants 
of the district. Pembroke, on hearing this, resolved to 
march to your support, noble knight, with all the forces 
he had at his disposal. He did so, and accordingly 
entertained every assurance of relieving the castle, when 
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unexpectedly he met, on Loudon Hill, a body of men of 
no very inferior force to his own, and having at their 
head that famous Bruce whom the Scottish rebels acknow- 
ledge as their king. He marched instantly to the attack, 
swearing he would not even draw acomb through his grey 
beard until he had rid England of this recurring plague. 
But the fate of war was against us.’ 

He stopped here for lack of breath. é 

‘‘T thought so,” exclaimed Douglas. ‘‘ Robert Bruce 
will now sleep at night, since he has paid homd Pembroke 
for the slaughter of his friends and the dispersion of his 
army at Methven Wood. His men are, indeed, accus- 
tomed to meet with dangers, and to conquer them ; those 
who follow him have been trained under Wallace, besides 
being partakers of the perils of Bruce himself. “It was 
thought that the waves had swallowed them when they 
shipped themselves from the west ; but know, that the 
Bruce was determined with the present reviving spring 
to awaken his pretensions, and that he retires not from 
Scotland again while he lives, and while a single lord 
remains to set his foot by his sovereign, in spite of all 
the power which has been so feloniously employed 
against him.” ° 

‘‘ It is even too true,’’ said the Welshman Meredith, 
‘* although it is said by a proud Scotchman.—The Earl 
of Pembroke, completely defeated, is unable to stir from 
Ayr, towards which he has retreated with great loss: 
and he sends his instructions to Sir John de Walton to 
make the best terms he can for the surrender of the 
Castle of Douglas, and trust nothing to his support.” 

The Scottish, who heard this unexpected news, joined 
in a shout so loud and energetic, that the ruins of the 
ancient church scemed actually to rock, and threaten to 
fall on the heads of those who were crowded within it. 

The brow of De Walton was overclouded at the news 
of Pembroke's defeat, although in some respects it 
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placed him at liberty to take measures for the safety of 
the Lady of Berkely. He could not, however, claim the 
same honourable terms which had been offered to him by 
Douglas before the news of the battle of Loudon Hill 
had arrived. 

‘* Noble knight,” he said, ‘it is entirely at your 
pledsure to dictate the terms of surrender of your paternal 
castle ; nor have I a right to claim from you those condi- 
tions which, a little while since, your generosity put in 
my Offer. But I submit to my fate ; and upon whatever 
terms you think fit to grant me, I must be content to 
offer to surrendcr to you the weapon, of which I now put 
the point in the earth, in evidence that I will never more 
direct itgagainst you until a fair ransom shall place it 
once more at my own disposal.” 

‘“‘ God forbid,” answered the noble James of Douglas, 
‘* that I should take such advantage of the bravest knight 
out of not a few who have found me work in battle! I 
will take example from the Knight of Fleming, who has 
gallantly bestowed his captive in guerdon upon a noble 
damsel here present ; and in like manner I transfer my 
claim upon the person of the redoubted Knight of 
Walton, to the high%and noble Lady Augusta Berkely, 
who, I hope, will not scorn to accept from the Douglas 
a gift which the chance of war has thrown into his 
hands.” 

Sir John de Walton, on hearing this unexpected de- 
cision, looked up like the travcller who discovers the 
beams of the sun breaking through and dispersing the 
tempest which has accompanicd him for a whole morning. 
The Lady of Berkely recollected what became her rank, 
and showed her sense of the Douglas's chivalry. Hastily 
wiping oft the tears which had unwillingly flowed to her 
eyes, while her lover's safety and her own were resting on 
the precarious issue of a desperate combat, she assumed 
the look proper to a heroine of that age, who did not 
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feel averse to accept the importance which was conceded 
to her by the general voice of the chivalry of the period. 
Stepping forward, bearing her person gracefully, yet 
modestly, in the attitude of a lady accustomed to be 
looked to in difficulties like the present, she addressed 
the audience in a tone which might not have mis- 
become the Goddess of Battle, dispensing her influence 
at the close of a field covered with the dead and the 
dying. 
‘‘The noble Douglas,” she said, ‘‘ shallndt pass with- 
out a prize from the field which he has so nobly won. 
This rich string of brilliants, which my ancestor won 
from the Sultan of Trebisond, itself a prize of battle, 
will be honoured by sustaining, under the ide 
armour, a lock of hair of the fortunate lady Whom the 
victorious lord has adopted for his guide in chivalry ; 
and if the Douglas, till he shall adorn it with that lock, 
will permit the honoured lock of hair which it now bears 
to retain its station, she on whose head it grew will 
hold it as a signal that poor Augusta de Berkely is par- 
doned for having gaged any mortal man in strife with 
the knight of Douglas.”’ 

‘* Woman's love,” replied the Douglas, ‘‘shall not 
divorce this locket from my bosom, which I will keep 
till the last day of my life, as emblematic of female 
worth and female virtue. And, not to encroach upon 
the valued and honoured province of Sir John de 
Walton, be it known to all men, that whoever shall say 
that the Lady Augusta of Berkely has, in this entangled 
matter, acted otherwise than becomes the noblest of her 
sex, he will do well to be ready to maintain such a 
proposition with his lance against James of Douglas in a 
fair field.”’ 

This speech was heard with approbation on all sides ; 
and the news brought by Meredith of the defeat of the 
Earl of Pembroke, and his subsequent retreat, recon- 
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ciled the fiercest of the English soldiers to the surrender 
of Douglas Castle. The necessary conditions were 
speedily agreed on, which put the Scottish in pos- 
session of this stronghold, together with the stores both 
of arms and ammunition, of every kind, which it con- 
tained. The garrison had it to boast that they obtained 
a free passage with their horses and arms, to return by 
the shortest and safest route to the marches of England, 
without either suffering or inflicting damage. 

Margaret of Hautlieu was not behind in acting a 
generous part ;) the gallant knight of Valence was al- 
lowed to accompany his friend De Walton and the Lady 
Augusta to England, and without ransom. 

The ygnerable prelate of Glasgow, seeing what ap- 
peared 4t one time likely to end in a general conflict, 
terminate so auspiciously for his country, contented 
himself with bestowing his blessing on the assembled 
multitude, and retiring with those who came to assist in 
the service of the day. 

This surrender of Douglas Castle upon the Palm 
Sunday of 19th March, 1306-7, was the beginning of 
a career of conquest which was uninterrupted, in which 
the greater part of the strengths and fortresses of Scot- 
land were yielded to those who asserted the liberty of 
their country, until the crowning mercy was gained in the 
celebrated field of Bannockburn, where the English 
sustained a defeat more disastrous than is mentioned 
upon any other occasion in their annals. 

Little need be said of the fate of the persons of this 
story. King Edward was greatly enraged at Sir John 
de Walton for having surrendered the Castle of Douglas, 
securing at the same time his own object, the envied 
hand of the heiress of Berkely. The knights to whom 
he referred the matter as a subject of inquiry, gave 
it neverthcless as their opinion that De Walton was void 
of all censure, having discharged his duty in its fullest 
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extent, till the commands of his superior officer obliged 
him to surrender the Dangerous Castle. 

A singular renewal of intercourse took place, many 
months afterwards, between Margaret of Hautlieu and 
her lover, Sir Malcolm Fleming. The use which the 
lady made of her freedom, and of the doom of the 
Scottish Parliament, which put her in possession of her 
father’s inheritance, was to follow her adventurous spirit 
through dangers not usually encountered by those of 
her sex; and the Lady of Hautlieu was not only a 
daring follower of the chase, but it wns said that she 
was even not daunted in the battle-field. She remained 
faithful to the political principles which she had adopted 
at an early perod ; and it seemed as if she ha/l formed 
the gallant resolution of shaking the god Cupid from 
her horse’s mane, if not treading him beneath her 
horse's feet. 

The Fleming, although he had vanished from the 
ncighbourhood of the counties of Lanark and Ayr, 
made an attempt to state his apology to the Lady de 
Hautlieu herself, who returned his letter unopened, and 
remained to all appearance resolved never again to enter 
upon the topic of their original engdement. It chanced, 
however, at a later period of the war with England, 
while Fleming was one night travelling upon the Border, 
after the ordinary fashion of one who sought adventures, 
a waiting-maid, equipped in a fantastic habit, asked the 
protection of his arm in the name of her lady, who, late 
in the evening, had been made captive, she said, by 
certain ill-disposed caitiffs, who were carrying her by 
force through the forest. The Fleming’s lance was, of 
course, in its rest, and woe betide the faitour whose lot 
it was to encounter its thrust ; the first fell, incapable of 
further combat, and another of the felons encountered 
the same fate with little more resistance. The lady, | 
released from the discourteous cord which restrained her 
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liberty, did not hesitate to join company with the brave 
knight by whom she had been rescued ; and although 
the darkness did not permit her to recognise her old 
lover in her liberator, yet she could not but lend a 
willing ear to the conversation with which he entertained 
her, ‘as they proceeded on the way. He spoke of the 
fallun caitiffs as being Englishmen, who found a pleasure 
in exercising oppression and barbarities upon the wan- 
dering damsels of Scotland, and whose cause, therefore, 
the champiéns of that country were bound to avenge 
while the blood throbbed in their veins, He spoke of 
the injustice of the national quarrel which had afforded 
@ pretence for such deliberate oppression ; and the lady, 
who hersglf had suffered so much by the interference of 
the Engsh in the affairs of Scotland, readily acquiesced 
in the sentiments which he expressed on a subject which 
she had so much reason for regarding as an afflicting 
one. Her answer was given in the spirit of a person 
who would not hesitate, if the times should call for such 
an example, to defend even with her hand the rights 
which she asserted with her tongue. 

Pleased with the sentiments which she expressed, and 
recognising in her voge that secret charm, which, once 
impressed upon the human heart, is rarely wrought out 
of the remembrance by a long train of subsequent 
events, he almost persuaded himself that the tones were 
familiar to him, and had at one time formed the key to 
his innermost affections. In proceeding on their journey, 
the knight's troubled state of mind was augmented instead 
of being diminished. ‘The scenes of his earliest youth 
were recalled by circumstances so slight, as would in 
ordinary cases have produced no effect whatsoever ; the 
sentiments appeared similar to those which his life had 
been devoted to enforce, and he half persuaded himself 
that the dawn of day was to be to him the beginning of 
a fortune equally singular and extraordinary. 
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In the midst of this anxiety, Sir Malcolm Fleming had 
no anticipation that the lady whom he had heretofore 
rejected was again thrown into his path, after years of 
absence ; still less, when daylight gave him a partial 
view of his fair companion’s countenance, was he pre- 
pared to believe that he was once again to term himself 
the champion of Margaret de Hautlieu, but it was*so. 
The lady, on that direful morning when she retjred from 
the Church of Douglas, had not resolved (indeed what 
lady ever did?) to renounce, without some struggle, the 
beauties which she had once possessed. , A long process 
of time, employed under skilful hands, had succeeded in 
obliterating the scars which remained as the marks of 
her fall. These were now considerably effaced and the 
lost organ of sight no longer appeared so great a‘blemish, 
concealed, as it was, by a black ribbon and the arts of 
the tirewoman, who madc it her business to shadow it 
over by a lock of hair. In a word, he saw the same 
Margaret de Hautlieu, with no very different style of 
expression from that which her face, partaking of the 
high and passionate character of her soul, had always 
presented. It seemed to both, therefore, that their fate, 
by bringing them together after a separation which ap- 
peared so decisive, had intimated its fat that their 
fortunes were inseparable from each other. By the time 
that the summer sun had climbed high in the heavens, 
the two travellers rode apart from their retinue, con- 
versing together with an eagerness which marked the 
important matters in discussion between them; and ina 
short time it was made generally known through Scot- 
land, that Sir Malcolm Fleming and the Lady Margaret 
de Hautlieu were to be united at the court of the good 
King Robert, and the husband invested with the honours 
of Biggar and Cumbernauld, an earldom so long known 
in the family of Fleming. 
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For the convenience and advantage of the reader, the Author's 
last geneyal Introduction has been slightly abridged, and is 
placed here amongst the “* Notes,” of which in reality it forms 
anot uninfortant part. 


INTRODUCTION TO THE SURGEON’S DAUGHTER. 


HE,Author has nothing to say now in reference to this 

litt novel, but that the principal incident on which it turns 

was narrated to him one morning at breakfast byhis worthy 
friend Mr. Train of Castle Douglas, in Galloway, whose kind as- 
sistance he has so often had occasion to acknowledge in the course 
of these prefaces ; and that the military friend who is alluded 
to as having furnished him with some information as to Eastern 
matters was Colonel James Ferguson of Huntly Burn, one of 
the sons of the venerable historian and philosopher of that name 
—which name he took the liberty of concealing under its Gaelic 
form of Alac-Erries. ° 


‘ NOTES. 
Tue Dowrayu—p. 164, 


In every village the Dowrah, or Guide, is an official person, 
upon the public establishment, and receives a portion of the 
harvest or other revenue, along with the Smith, the Sweeper, 
and the Barber, As he gets nothing from the travellers whom 
it is his office to conduct, he never scruples to shorten his own 
journey and prolong theirs by taking them to the nearest village, 
without reference to the most direct line of route, and some- 
times deserts them entirely. If the regular Dowrah is sick or 
absent, no wealth can procure a substitute. 
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INTRODUCTION TO CASTLE DANGEROUS. 


HE: incidents on which the Novel mainly turns are de- 
| rived from she ancient.metrical Chronicle of ‘‘ ‘The Bruce,” 
~ by Archdeacon Barbour, and from the ‘‘ History of the 

Houses of Douglas and Angus,” by David Hume of Godscroft ; 
and are sustained by the immemorial tradition of the western 
parts of Scotland. They are so much in consonance with the 
spirit and manners of the troubled age to which they afe referred, 
that I can see no reason for doubting their beigg founded on 
fact ; the names, indeed, of numberless localities in the vicinity 
of Douglas Castle, appear to attest, beyongl suspicion, many 
even of the smallest circumstances embraced in the story of 
Godscroft. 

Among all the associates of Robert the Bruce, ip his great 
enterprise of rescuing Scotland from the power of E\ward, the 
first place is universally conceded to James, the eighth Lord 
Douglas, to this day venerated by his countrymen as the “‘ Good 
Sir James.” 

From the time when the King of England refused to rein- 
state him on his return from France, where he had received the 
education of chivalry, in the extensive possessions of his family 
—which had been held forfeited by the excrtions of his father, 
William the Hardy—the young knight of Douglas appears to 
have embraced the cause of Bruce with enthusiastic ardour, and 
to have adhered tu the fortunes of his sovereign with unwearied 
fidelity and devotion. ‘The Douglasse,” says Hollinshed, 
“‘ was right joyfully received of King Robert, in whose service 
he faithfully continued, both in peace and war, to his life’s end. 
‘Though the surname and familie of the Douglasses was in some 
estimation of nobil‘tie before those daies, yet the rising thereof 
to honour chanced through this James Douglasse; for, by 
meanes of his advancement, others of that lineage tooke occa- 
sion, by their singular manhood and noble prowess, shewed 
at sundrie times in defence of the realme, to grow to such hcight 
in authoritie and estimation, that their mightie puissance in main- 
rent, lands, and great possessions, at length was (through sus- 
Picion conceived by the kings that succeeded) the cause in part 
of their ruinous decay.” 

In every narrative of the Scottish war of independence, a 
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considerable space is devoted to those years of perilous adven- 
ture and suffering which were spent by the illustrious friend of 
Bruce, in harassing the English detachments successively occu- 
pying his paternal territory, and in repeated and successful 
attempts to wrest the formidable fortress of DouglasgCastle 
itself from their possession. In the English, as well as Scotch 
Chronicles, and in Rymer’s Fadera, occur frequent notices of 
the different officers intrusted by Edward with the keeping of 
this renowmed stronghold; especially Sir Robert de Clifford, 
ancestor of the heroic race of the Cliffords, Earls of Cumber- 
land ; his lievtenant, Sir Richard de Thurlewalle (written some- 
times Thruswall) of Thirwall Castle, on the Tippal, in Northum- 
berland ; and Sir John de Walton, the romantic story of whose 
love-pledge, to hold the Castle uf Douglas for a year and a day, 
or surrender all hope of obtaining his mistress’s favour, with 
the Sag pconeeaeences softened in the Novel, is given at 
length in Godscroft, and has often been pointed out as one of 
the affecting passages in the chronicles of chivalry. 

‘The Author, before he had made much progress in this, pro- 
bably the last of his Novels, undertook a journey to Douglas- 
dale, for the purpose of examining the remains of the famous 
castle, the Kirk of St. Bride of Douglas, the patron saint of that 
great family, and the various Jocalities alluded to by Godscroft 
in his account of the early adventures of good Sir James ; but 
though he was fortunate enough to find a zealous and well- 
informed cicerone in Mr. Thomas Haddow, and had every 
assistance from the kindness of Mr. Alexander Finlay, the 
resident chamberlain of his friend, Lord Douglas, the state of 
his health at the time was so feeble, that he found himself 
incapable of pursuing his researches, as in better days he would 
have delighted to do, and was obliged to be contented with such 
a cursory view of scenes, in themselves most interesting, as 
could be snatched in a single morning, when any bodily exertion 
was painful. Mr. Haddow was attentive enough to forward 
subsequently some notes on the points which the Author had 
seemed desirous of investigating ; but these did not reach him 
until, being obliged to prepare matters for a foreign excursion in 
quest of health and strength, he had been compelled to bring his 
work, such as it is, to a conclusion. 

The remains of the old Castle of Douglas are inconsiderable. 
They consist, indeed, of but one ruined tower, standing at a 
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short distance from the modern mansion, which itself is only 
a fragment of the design on which the Duke of Douglas meant 
to reconstruct the edifice, after its last accidental destruction 
by fire. His Grace had kept in view the ancient prophecy, that 
as often as Douglas Castle might be destroyed, it should rise 
again in enlarged dimensions and improved splendour, and 
projected a pile of building, which, if it had been completed, 
would have much exceeded any nobleman’s residence then 
. existing in Scotland — as, indeed, what has beer finished, 
amounting to about one-eighth part of the plan, is sufficiently 
extensive for the accommodation of a large estabiishment, and 
contains some apartments, the dimensions of which are magni- 
ficent. The situation is commanding; and ‘hough the Duke's 
successors have allowed the mansion to continue as he left it, 
great expense has been lavished on the environs, which now 
present a vast sweep of richly undulated woodland,"tretching 
to the borders of the Cairntable mountains, repeatedly mentioned 
as the favourite retreat of the great ancestor of the family in 
the days of his hardship and persecution. There remains at 
the head of the adjoining dourg, the choir of the ancient church 
of St. Bride, having beneath if the vault which was used till 
lately as the burial-plate of this princely race, and only aban- 
doned when thejr'stone and leaden coffins had accumulated, in 
the course of five or six hundred years;.in such a way, that it 
could accommodate mo mote, Hete a sflyer case, containing 
the dust of what was once the brave lfLart- of Good Sir James, 
is still pointed out; and in the dilapitaged choir above appears, 
though in a sorely ruinous state, the otice magnificent tomb of 
the warrior himself. . 


NOTES. 
ScorrisH Wi_tp CATTLE—p. 268. 


The wild cattle of this breed, which are now only known in 
one manor in England, that of Chillingham Castle, in Northum- 
berland (the seat of the Earl of Tankerville), were, in the 
memory of man, still preserved in three places in Scotland— 
namely, Drumlanrig, Cumbernauld, and the upper park at 
Hamilton Palace—at all of which places, except the last, I 
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believe, they have now been destroyed, on account of their 
ferocity. But though those of modern days are remarkable for 
their white colour, with black muzzles, and exhibiting, in a small 
degree, the black mane, about three or four inches long, by 
which the bulls in particular are distinguished, they do not by 
any means come near the terrific description given us by the 
ancient authors, which has made some naturalists think that 
the§e animals should probably be referred to a different species, 
though pegsessing the same general habits, and included in the 
game genus. 
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In 13 VoLumgs, GREEN CLOTH, “mfp, red edges, tn a neat 
cloth case, price One Guinea, 


In Crimson FrencH Morocco, gtlt edges, tn an elegant 
leather case, price One Guinea and a Half. 


In THE Best German Morocco, gilt edges, in an elegant 
case (New Style), price Two Guineas and a Half. 


In VeLLuM AND GOLD, gilt edges, in morocco case, with lock 
price Two Guineas and a Half. 


In Morocco E.rcant, dmp, gilt edges, in POLISHED 
OAK CASE, medieval mounts, price Three Guineas. 


In Bust Morocco, or Best Rep Russia, ézmp, gilt edges, 
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‘ Scotrs PoeticaL Works. 


In adding Sirk WALTER ScotTt’s Poetical Works 
to their series of HANDY VoLUME EDITIONS, the 
Publishers have striven to produce them in such a 
form as would, in their o-inion, be the ‘most wel- 
comed. The type, which is of a new old-faced fount, 
is as large, and the lines nearly as open, as in the 
esteemed octavo edition ; whilst the volumes‘are not 
much more than a fourth of the size. The Poems 
ave a complete collection, including those from the 
novels, as well as the Ballads and other pieces from 
the ‘‘MINSTRELSY OF THE SCOTTISH BORDER.” 
The Notes are added from the Author’s Edition of 
1830, revised by himself, with the exception of a 
few which are unimportant, or which had a merely 
temporary interest ; and some of the lengthy illustrative 
extracts from historical works and ancient manuscripts, 
which it has been thought might well be omitted. 

To perfect the completeness of the Edition a 
short descriptive Memoir is prefixed to the volume 
containing the ‘‘Lay OF THE Lasr MINSTREL,” 
recording in outline the leading incidents in the life 
of the Poet. 


